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FINGAL: 

AN 

ANCIENT  EFI€  FOEIL 

IN  SIX  BOOKS. 

BOOK    I. 


VOL.  n. 


ARGUMENT  TO  BOOK  I. 

Culhullin  (general  of  the  Irish  tribes,  in  the  minority  of  Cor- 
niac,  king  of  Ireland)  sitting  alone  beneath  a  tree,  at  the 
gate  of  Tura,  a  castle  of  Ulster  (the  other  chiefs  having 
gone  on  a  hunting  party  to  Cromla,  a  neighbouring  hill),  is 
informed  of  the  landing  of  Svvaran,  king  of  Lochlin,  by 
Moran,  the  son  of  Fithil,  one  of  his  scouts.  He  convenes 
the  chiefs ;  a  council  is  held,  and  disputes  run  high  about 
giving  battle  to  tlie  enemy.  Connal,  the  petty  king  of 
Togorma,  and  an  intimate  friend  of  Cutluillin,  was  for 
retieating,  till  Fingal,  king  of  those  Caledonians  who  in- 
habited the  north-west  coast  of  Scotland,  whose  aid  had 
been  previously  solicited,  should  arrive;  but  Calmar,  the 
son  of  Matha,  lord  of  Lara,  a  couutiy  in  Connanght,  was  for 
engaging  the  enemy  immediately.  Ciithullin,  of  himself 
willing  to  fight,  went  into  the  opinion  of  Calmar.  Marching 
towards  the  enemy,  he  missed  three  of  his  bravest  heroes, 
Fergus,  Duchomar,  and  Cathba.  Fergus  arriving,  teUs 
Cuthullin  of  tlie  death  of  the  two  other  chiefs,  which  intro- 
duces the  affecting  episode  of  orna,  the  daughter  of  Cor- 
mac.  The  army  of  Cuthullin  is  descried  at  a  distance  by 
Swaran,  who  sent  tlie  son  of  Arno  to  observe  the  motions 
of  the  enemy,  while  he  himself  ranged  his  forces  in  order  of 
battle.  Tiie  son  of  Arno  returning  to  Swaran,  describes  to 
bim  Cuthullin's  charioi,  and  the  terrible  appearance  of  that 
hero.  The  armies  engage,  but  night  coming  on,  leaves  the 
victory  undecided.  Cuthullin,  according  to  the  hospitality 
of  the  times,  sends  to  Swaran  a  formal  invitation  to  a  feast, 
by  his  bard  Carril,  the  son  of  Kinfena.  Swaran  refuses  to 
come.  Carril  relates  to  Ciithul'.ia  the  story  of  Grudar  and 
Brassolis.  A  party,  by  Connal's  advice,  is  sent  to  observe 
the  enemy;  which  closes  tlie  action  of  tlie  first  day. 


FINGAL 


AN 


ANCIENT  ]EFI€  POEM. 


IN  SIX  BOOKS. 


BOOK  I. 


CuTHULLiN  *  sat  by  Tura's  wall:  by  the  tree  of 
the  rustling  sound.  His  spear  leaned  against  a  rock. 
His  shield   lay  on  grass,    by  his   side.      Amid  his 


•  CuthuUin  the  son  of  Semo  and  grandson  to  Caithbat,  a  dniid  cele- 
brated in  tradition  for  his  wisdom  and  valour.  CuthuUin  when  very- 
young  married  Bragela  the  daughter  of  Sorglan,  and  passin?  over  into 
Ireland,  lived  for  some  time  with  Connal,  grandson  by  a  daughter  to 
Congal  the  petty  king  of  Ulster.  His  wisdom  and  valour  in  a  shor 
time  gained  him  such  reputation,  that  in  tlie  minority  of  Cormac  the 
supreme  king  of  Ireland,  he  was  chosen  guardian  to  the  young  king,  and 
sole  manager  nf  the  war  against  S'..-aran  king  of  LochUn.  After  a  series 
of  great  actions  he  was  killed  in  battle  somewhere  in  Connaught,  in  the 
twenty-seventh  year  of  his  age.  He  was  so  remarkable  for  his  strength, 
that  to  describe  a  strong  man  it  has  passed  into  a  proverb,  "  He  has  the 
strength  of  CuthuUin."  They  shew  the  remains  of  his  palace  at  Duns- 
caichin  the  Isle  of  Skye;  and  a  stone,  to  which  he  boujid  his  doj  Luath, 
joes  still  by  his  name. 


4  FINGAL: 

thoughts  of  mighty  Carbar,*  a  hero  slain  by  the  chief 
in  war ;  the  scout  f  of  ocean  comes,  Moran  J  the 
son  of  Fithil ! 

"  Arise,"  says  the  youth,  "  CuthuUm  arise.  I  see 
the  ships  of  the  north  !  Many,  chief  of  men,  are  the 
foe.  Many  the  heroes  of  the  sea-borne  Swaran!' 
"  Morau!"  rephed  the  bhie-eyed  chief,  "  tliou  ever 
tremblest,  son  of  Fithil !  thy  fears  have  increased 
the  foe.  It  is  Fingal,  king  ||  of  deserts,  with  aid  to 
green  Erin  of  streams."  "  I  beheld  their  chief," 
says  Moran,  "  tall  as  a  glittering  rock.  His  spear  i» 
a  blasted  pine.  His  shield  the  rising  moon  !  He  sat 
on  the  shore !  like  a  cloud  of  mist  on  the  sileut  hill  I 
Many,  chief  of  heroes  !  I  said,  many  are  our  hands 
of  war.  Well  art  thou  named,  the  Mighty  Man : 
but  many  mighty  men  are  seen  from  Tura's  windy 
walls." 

*  Cairbar  or  Cairbre,  signifies  j  strong  man. 

t  Culliullin  having  previous  intelligence  of  the  invasion  intended  by 
Swaran,  sent  scouts  all  over  the  coast  of  Ullin  or  Ulster,  to  give  early  no- 
tii:e  of  liie  fira  appearance  of  the  enemy,  at  (he  same  time  that  he  sent 
Munan  the  son  of  Stirmal  to  implore  tlie  assistance  of  Fingal.  Ke  him- 
self collected  the  fiower  of  the  Irish  youth  to  Tura,  a  castle  on  the 
coast,  to  stop  llie  progress  of  the  enemy  till  Fingal  should  arrive  from 
Scotland.  We  may  conclude  from  Cuthullin's  applying  so  early  for  fo- 
reign aid,  that  the  Irish  were  not  then  so  numerous  as  they  have  since 
been;  which  is  a  great  presumption  agamst  the  high  antiquities  of  that 
jjeople.  We  have  the  testimony  of  Tacitus,  that  one  legion  only  was 
thought  sufticient,  in  tlie  time  of  Agricola,  to  reduce  the  whole  island 
under  the  Roman  yoke;  which  would  not  probably  have  been  the  case 
had  the  island  been  inhabited  for  any  number  of  centuries  before. 

%  Moran  signifies  many  ,•  and  Filhil,  or  rather  Fili,  an  inferior  bard. 

i  fingal  the  son  of  Comhal  and  Morna  the  daughter  of  Thaddu.  Hit 
jrandfather  was  Trathal,  and  great  grandfaiUer  Treninor,  both  4»f  whoi* 
are  often  meHtJuaed  in  the  poena. 
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"  He  spoke,  like  a  wave  on  a  rock,  who  in  this 
iand  appears  like  me?  Heroes  stand  not  in  my  pre- 
sence: they  full  to  earth  from  my  hand.  Who  can 
meet  Swaran  in  fight?  Who  but  Fingal,  king  of 
Sehiia  of  storms?  Once  we  wrestled  on  Malmor;* 
our  heels  overturned  the  woods.  Rocks  fell  from 
their  place;  ri\ulets,  changing  their  course,  fled 
murmuring  from  our  side.  Three  days  we  renewed 
the  strife ;  heroes  stood  at  a  distance  and  trembled. 
On  the  fourth,  Fingal  says,  that  the  king  of  the 
ocean  fell !  but  Swaran  says,  he  stood !  Let  dark 
Cuthuliin  yield  to  him,  that  is  strong  as  the  storms 
of  his  land!" 

"  No!"  replied  the  blue-eyed  chief,  "  I  never  yield 
to  mortal  man !  Dark  Cuthuliin  shall  be  great  or 
dead!  Go,  son  of  Fithil,  take  my  spear.  Strike 
the  sounding  shield  of  Semo.f  It  hangs  at  Tura's 
rustling  gate.  The  sound  of  peace  is  not  its  voice  I 
My  heroes  shall  hear  and  obey."  He  went.  He 
struck  the  bossy  shield.  The  hills,  the  rocks  reply. 
The  sound  spreads  along  the  wood :  deer  start  by  the 
lake  of  roes.  Curach  J  leaps  from  the  sounding 
rock  ;  and  Coimal  of  the  bloody  spear  !     Crugal's  § 

*  Meal-mor,  a  great  hill. 

+  Cabait,  or  rather  Calhbait,  grandfather  to  the  hero,  was  so  remarkable 
or  his  %'alour,  that  his  shield  was  inade  use  of  to  alarm  his  posterity  to  the 
battles  of  the  family.  We  find  Fingal  making  the  same  use  cf  his  own 
shield  in  the  4th  book.  A  horn  was  the  most  common  instrument  to  cjU 
the  army  together. 

t  Cu-raoch  signifies  the  madness  of  battle. 

i  Cruth-geal,  fair-complexloned. 
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breast  of  snow  beats  high.  The  son  of  Favi  leaves 
the  daik-l)roAvn  hind.  It  is  tlie  shield  of  war,  said 
Ronnar !  the  spear  of  Cuthulliu,  said  Lugar !  son  of 
the  sea  put  on  tliy  arms !  Cahnar,  lift  thy  soiuiding 
steel !  Puno  !  dreadful  hero,  arise !  Cairbar  from 
thy  red  tree  of  Crorala !  Bend  thy  knee,  O  Eth ! 
descend  from  the  streams  of  Lena.  Ca-olt  stretch 
thy  side  as  thou  movest  along  the  whistling  heath  of 
Mora:  thy  side  that  is  white  as  the  foam  of  the 
troubled  sea,  when  the  dark  winds  pour  it  on  rocky 
Cuthon.  * 

Now  I  behold  the  chiefs,  in  the  pride  of  their  for- 
mer deeds!  Their  souls  are  kindled  at  the  battles  of 
old;  at  the  actions  of  other  times.  Their  eyes  are 
flames  of  fire.  They  roll  in  search  of  the  foes  of  the 
land,  Their  mighty  hands  are  on  their  swords. 
Lightning  pours  from  their  sides  of  steel.  They  come 
like  streams  from  the  mountains;  each  rushes  roar- 
ing from  his  hill.  Bright  are  the  chiefs  of  battle,  in 
the  armour  of  their  fathers.  Gloomy  and  dark 
their  heroes  follow,  like  the  gathering  of  the  rainy 
clouds  behind  the  red  meteors  of  heaven.  The 
sounds  of  crashing  arms  ascend.  The  grey  dogs 
howl  between.  Unequal  bursts  the  song  of  battle. 
Rocking  Cromla  f  echoes  round.  On  Lena's  dusky 
Liani  they  stand,  like  mist  that  shades  the  hills  of 

*  Cu-thon,  the  vir,iiinful  sound  of  tvjves. 

+  Croin-leach  signified  a  place  of  woisliip  auiung  itio  Druids.     It  is  here 
Ihi  proper  name  of  a  liill  on  the  coast  of  Ullin  or  Ul^ter. 
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autumn:  when  broken  and  dark  it  settles  liigli,  and 
lifts  its  head  to  heaven ! 

"  Hail,"  said  Cnthullin,  "  sons  of  the  narrow 
vales!  hail,  hunters  of  the  deer!  Another  sport  is 
drawing  near:  It  is  like  the  dark  rolling  of  that  wave 
on  the  coast !  Or  shall  we  fight,  ye  sous  of  war  !  or 
yield  green  Erin  *  to  Lochlin!  O  Connalf  speak, 
thou  first  of  men!  thoujjreaker  of  the  shields!  thou 
hast  often  fought  with  Lochlin:  wilt  thou  lift  thy 
father's  spear? 

"  Cuthullin!"  calm  the  chief  replied,  "  the  spear 
of  Connal  is  keen.  It  delights  to  shine  in  battle;  to 
mix  with  the  blood  of  thousands.  But  though  my  hand 
is  bent  on  fight,  my  heart  is  for  the  peace  of  Erin|. 
Behold,  thou  first  in  Corraac's  war,  the  sable  fleet  of 
Swaran.  His  masts  are  many  on  our  coast,  like  reeds 
in  the  lake  of  Lego.  His  ships  are  forests  cloathed 
with  mist,  when  the  trees  yield  by  turns  to  the  squally 
wind.  Many  are  his  chiefs  in  battle.  Connal  is  for 
peace!     Fingal  would  shun  his  arm  the  first  of  mor- 

*  Ireland,  so  called  from  a  colony  that  settled  there  called  Falans.  Innis- 
fail,  the  island  of  the  Fa-il  or  Talans. 

+  Connal,  the  friend  of  Cuthullin,  was  the  son  of  Caithbait  prince  of  the 
7  ongorma,  or  the  iilanii  ofblui  waves,  probjbly  one  of  the  Hebrides.  His 
mother  was  Fioncoma  the  daughter  of  Congal.  He  had  a  son  by  Foba  of 
Conacharnessar,  who  was  afterwards  petty  king  of  Uister.  For  his  services 
in  the  war  against  Swaran  he  had  lands  conferred  on  him,  which,  from 
his  name,  were  called  Tir-chonnuil  or  Tir-connel,  i.  e.  the  land  of  Connal. 

*  Erin,  a  name  of  Ireland;  from  ear  or  iar  West,  and  in  an  island. 
This  name  was  not  always  confined  to  Ireland,  for  there  is  the  highest  pro- 
bability that  the  lerne  of  the  ancients  was  Britain  to  the  North  of  the 
Forth.  For  lerne  is  said  to  be  to  the  North  of  Britain,  which  could  act 
be  meant  of  Ireland. — Straho,  I.  'i  and  4.  Casmib.  1.  1. 
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tal  men!  Fuigal,  who  scatters  the  mighty,  as  stormy, 
winds  the  heath ;  when  streams  roar  through 
echoing  Cona:  and  niglit  settles  with  all  her  clouds  on 
the  hill ! 

"  Fly,  thou  man  of  peace,"  said  Calmar,*  "  fly," 
said  the  son  of  Matha ;  "  go,  Connal,  to  thy  silent 
hills,  where  the  spear  never  brightens  in  war! 
Pursue  the  dark-brown  deqr  of  Cronila :  stop  with 
thine  arrows  the  bounding  roes  of  Lena.  But,  blue- 
eyed  son  of  Semo,  Cuthullin,  ruler  of  the  tield, 
scatte-r  thou  the  sons  of  Lochlin ;  t  roar  through 
the  ranks  of  their  pride.  Let  no  vessel  of  the 
kingdom  of  Snow  bound  on  the  dark-rolling  waves 
of  Inis-tore.  t  Rise,  ye  dark  winds  of  Erin  rise ! 
roar  whirlwinds  of  Lara  of  hinds !  Amid  the  tem- 
pest let  me  die,  torn,  in  a  cloud,  by  angry  ghosts 
of  men ;  amid  the  tempest  let  Calmar  die,  if  ever 
chace  was  sport  to  him,  so  much  as  the  battle  of 
shields!" 

"  Calmar !"  Connal  slow  rephed,  "  I  never  fled, 
young  son  of  Matha !  I  was  swift  with  my  friends 
in  fight;  but  small  is  the  fame  of  Connal!  The 
battle  was  won  in  ray  presence;  the  valiant  over- 
came !  But,  son  of  Semo,  hear  my  voice,  regard 
the  ancient  throne    of  Cormac.     Give  wealth  and 


*  Calm.-er,  a  strong  man. 

+  The  Galic  name  of  Scandinavia  in  general. 

i  The  Orkney  islands. 
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half  the  land  for  peace,  till  Fingal  shall  arrixe  ou 
our  coast.  Or,  if  war  be  thy  choice,  I  lift  the 
sword  and  spear.  My  joy  shall  be  in  the  midst  of 
thousands :  my  soul  shall  lighten  through  the  gloom 
of  the  fight !" 

"  To  me,"  Cuthullin  replies,  "  pleasant  is  the 
noise  of  arms !  pleasant  as  the  thunder  of  heaven, 
before  the  shower  of  spring!  But  gather  all  the 
shining  tribes  that  I  may  view  the  sons  of  war ! 
Let  them  pass  along  the  heath,  bright  as  the  sun- 
shuie  before  a  storm ;  when  the  west  wind  collects 
the  clouds  and  Morven  echoes  over  all  her  oaks ! 
But  where  are  my  friends  in  battle?  The  sup- 
porters of  my  arm  in  danger?  Where  art  thou, 
white-bosomed  Cathbar?  Where  is  that  cloud  in 
war,  Duchomar  ?  *  Hast  thou  left  me,  O  Fergus  If 
in  the  day  of  the  storm?  Fergus,  first  in  our 
joy  at  the  feast !  son  of  Rossa !  arm  of  death ! 
comest  thou  like  a  roe  from  Malmor.  Like  a  hart 
from  thy  echoing  hills  ?  Hail  thou  son  of  Rossa ! 
what  shades  the  soul  of  war  1" 

"  Four  stones,"  |  replied  the  chief,  "  rise  on  the 

*  Diiblicliomar,  r?  black  ■well-made  mctn. 

+  Fear-guth,  the  manof  thewnrd ;  or  a  commaiidei- of  an  armr. 

{  This  passage  allutles  to  ihe  manner  of  burial  among  the  ancient  Scots. 
They  opened  a  grave  six  or  eight  feet  deep;  llie  bottom  was  lined  with 
fine  clay:  and  on  tliis  tlicy  laid  the  body  of  ihe  deceased,  and,  if  a  warrior, 
his  sword,  and  the  heads  of  twelve  arrows  by  his  side.  Above  they  laid 
another  stratum  of  clay,  in  which  they  placed  the  horn  of  a  deer,  the 
symbol  of  hunting.  The  whole  was  covered  with  a  fine  mould,  and  four 
stones  placed  on  end  to  njark  ih-  extent  of  the  grave.  These  arc  the  four 
ilones  alluded  to  here. 
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grave  of  Cathba.  These  hands  have  laid  in  earth 
Duchomar,  that  cloud  in  war!  Cathba,  son  of 
Torman !  thou  vvert  a  sun-beam  in  Erin.  And 
thou,  O  vaHant  Duchomar,  a  mist  of  the  marshy 
Lano;  when  it  moves  on  the  plains  of  autumn, 
bearing  the  death  of  thousands  along.  Moma ! 
fairest  of  maids!  calm  is  thy  sleep  in  the  cave  of 
the  rock!  Thou  hast  fallen  in  darkness,  like  a 
star,  that  shoots  across  the  desert;  when  the  tra- 
veller is  alone,  and  mourns  the  transient  beam  I" 

"  Say,"  said  Semo's  blue-eyed  son,  "  say  how  fell 
the  chiefs  of  Erin?  Fell  they  by  the  sons  of  Loch- 
lin,  striving  in  the  battle  of  heroes  1  Or  what  con- 
fines the  strong  in  arms  to  the  dark  and  narrow 
house  V 

"  Cathba,"  replied  the  hero,  "  fell  by  the  sword  of 
Duchomar  at  the  oak  of  the  noisy  streams.  Ducho- 
mar came  to  Tura's  cave;  he  spoke  to  the  lovely 
Moma.  Morna,*  fairest  among  women,  lovely 
daughter  of  stroag-anned  Cormac?  Why  in  the 
circle  of  stones?  in  the  cave  of  the  rock  alone?  The 
stream  murmurs  along.  The  old  tree  groans  in  the 
wind.  The  lake  is  troubled  before  thee;  dark  are 
the  clouds  of  the  sky !  But  thou  art  snow  on  the 
heath;  thy  hair  is  the  mist  of  Cromla;  when  it  curls 
on  the  hill;  when  it  shines  to  the  beam  of  the  west! 
Thy  breasts  are  two  smooth  rocks  seen  from  Branno 

*  Muirne,  or  Morna,  nu-'uiuin  helovedhy  .ill. 
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of  streams.    Thy  arms,  like  two  white  pillars,  in  the 
halls  of  the  great  Fmgal." 

"  From  whence,"  the  fair-haired  maid  replied, 
"  from  whence,  Duchomar,  most  gloomy  of  men? 
Dark  are  thy  brows  and  terrible !  Red  are  thy  roll- 
ing eyes  !  Does  Swaran  appear  on  the  sea  1  What 
of  the  foe,  Duchomar?'  "  From  the  hill  I  return, 
O  Morna,  from  the  hill  of  the  dark-brown  hmds. 
Three  have  I  slain  «itli  my  bended  yew.  Three  with 
my  long  bounding  dogs  of  the  chace.  Lovely  daugh- 
ter of  Cormac,  I  love  thee  as  my  soul!  I  have  slain 
one  stately  deer  for  thee.  High  was  his  branchy 
head;  and  fleet  his  feet  of  wind."  "  Duchomar!"  calm 
the  m^aid  replied,  "  I  love  thee  not,  thou  gloomy 
man!  hard  is  thy  heart  of  rock;  dark  is  thy  terrible 
brow.  But  Cathba,  young  son  of  Torman,*  thou  art 
the  love  of  Moraa.  Thou  art  a  sun-beam,  in  the  day 
of  the  gloomy  storm.  Sawest  thou  the  son  of  Tor- 
man,  lovely  on  the  hill  of  his  liinds?  Here  the 
daughter  of  Cormac  waits  the  coming  of  Cathba!" 

"  Long  shall  Morna  wait,"  Duchomar  said,  "  long 
shall  Morna  wait  for  Cathba!  Behold  this  sword 
unsheathed!  Here  wanders  the  blood  of  Cathba. 
Long  shall  Morna  wait.  He  fell  by  the  stream  of 
Branno !  On  Cromla  I  will  raise  his  tomb,  daughter 
of  blue-shielded  Cormac!     Turu  on  Duchomar  thine 


+  Torman,  thunder.    This  is  the  true  origin  of  ihe  Jupiter  Taiamis  of 
til'.'  ancients. 
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eyes ;  his  arm  is  strong  as  a  storm."  "  Is  the  son  of 
Torman  fallen  f"  said  the  wildly  bursting  voice  of  the 
maid.  "  Is  he  fallen  on  his  echoing  hills,  the  youth 
with  the  breast  of  snow?  The  first  in  the  chace  of 
hinds?  The  foe  of  the  strangers  of  ocean?  Thou 
art  dark  *  to  me,  Duchomar,  cruel  is  thine  arm  to 
Moma!  Give  me  that  sword,  my  foe  !  I  love  the 
wandering  blood  of  Cathba !" 

He  gave  the  sword  to  her  tears.  She  pierced  his 
manly  breast?  He  fell,  like  the  bank  of  a  mountain- 
stream,  and  stretching  forth  his  hand,  he  spoke : 
"  Daughter  of  blue-shielded  Cormac !  Thou  liast 
slain  me  in  youth !  The  sword  is  cold  in  my  breast: 
Morna,  1  feel  it  cold.  Give  me  to  Moina  f  the  maid. 
Duchoinar  was  the  dream  of  her  uight !  She  will 
raise  my  tomb ;  the  hunter  shall  raise  my  fame.  But 
draw  the  sword  from  my  breast.  Morna,  the  steel  is' 
cold !"  She  came,  in  all  her  tears,  she  came ;  she 
drew  the  sword  from  his  breast.  He  pierced  her 
w  hite  side !  He  spread  her  fair  locks  on  the  ground  ! 
Her  bursting  blood  sounds  from  her  side  :  her  white 
arm  is  stained  with  red.  Rolling  in  death  she  lay. 
The  cave  re-echoed  to  her  sighs." 

"  Peace,"  said  CuthuUin,  "  to  the  souls  of  the  he- 
roes !  their  deeds  were  great  in  fight.  Let  them  ride 
around  J  me  on  clouds.  Let  them  shew  their  features 

*  She  alludes  to  his  name,  the  aark  man. 

+  Moina,  soft  in  temper  and  person. 

}  It  was  (he  opinion  tlien,  ..s  indeed  it  is  'o  lh;s  day,  of  some  of  tlie 
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of  war.  My  soul  shall  then  be  firm  in  danger ;  mine 
arm  like  the  thunder  of  heaven  !  But  be  thou  on  a 
moou-beam,  O  Morna !  near  the  window  of  my  rest ; 
when  my  thoughts  are  of  peace  ;  when  the  din  of 
arras  is  past.  Gather  the  strength  of  the  tribes! 
Move  to  tlie  wars  of  Erui !  Attend  the  car  of  my 
battles  !  Rejoice  in  the  noise  of  my  course !  Place 
three  spears  by  my  side  :  follow  the  bounding  of  my 
steeds  !  That  my  soul  may  be  strong  in  my  friends, 
when  battle  darkens  round  the  beams  of  my  steel !" 

As  rushes  a  stream  of  foam  from  the  dark  shady 
dteep  of  Cromla;  when  the  thunder  is  travelling 
above,  and  dark-brown  night  sits  on  half  the  hill. 
Through  the  breaches  of  the  tempest  look  forth  the 
dim  faces  of  ghosts.  So  fierce,  so  vast,  so  terrible 
rushed  on  the  sons  of  Erui.  The  chief  like  a  whale 
of  ocean,  whom  all  his  billows  pursue,  poured  valouip 
forth,  as  a  stream,  rolling  his  might  along  the  shore. 
The  sons  of  Lochlin  heard  the  noise,  as  the  sound  of 
a  winter-storm.  Swaran  struck  his  bossy  shield  :  he 
called  the  son  of  Aruo.  "  What  murnmr  rolls  along 
the  hill,  like  the  gathered  flies  of  the  eve?  The  sons 
of  Erm  descend,  or  rustling  winds  roar  in  the  distant 
wood  !  Such  is  the  noise  of  Gormal,  before  the 
white  tops  of  my  waves  arise.  O  son  of  Arno,  ascend 
the  hill ;  view  the  dark  face  of  the  heath !" 

Highlanders,  that  the  souls  of  the  deceased  hovered  round  their  living 
friends ;  and  sometimes  appeared  to  ihem  when  they  we.e  jbout  to  -^ater 
<«n  any  great  undertakinf. 
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He  went.  He,  trembling,  swift  returned.  His 
eyes  rolled  vi  ildly  round.  His  heart  beat  high  against 
his  side.  His  words  were  faultering,  broken,  slow* 
"  Arise,  son  of  ocean,  arise,  chief  of  the  dark-brown 
shields  !  I  see  the  dark,  the  mountain-stream  of  bat-' 
tie  !  The  deep-moving  strength  of  the  sons  of  Erin ! 
The  car,  the  car  of  war  comes  on,  like  the  flame  of 
death  !  the  rapid  car  of  Cuthullin,  the  noble  son  of 
Semo  !  It  bends  behind  like  a  wave  near  a  rock ; 
like  the  sun-streaked  mist  of  the  heath.  Its  sides  are 
embossed  with  stones,  and  sparkle  like  the  sea  round 
the  boat  of  night.  Of  polished  yew  is  its  beam  ;  its 
seat  of  the  smoothest  bone.  The  sides  are  reple- 
nished with  spears ;  the  bottom  is  the  footstool  of 
heroes !  Before  the  right  side  of  the  car  is  seen  the 
snorting  horse!  The  high-maned,  broad-breasted, 
proud,  wide-leaping,  strong  steed  of  the  hill.  Loud 
and  resounding  is  his  hoof;  the  spreading  of  his 
mane  above  is  like  a  stream  of  smoke  on  a  ridge  of 
rocks.  Bright  are  the  sides  of  the  steed !  his  name  is 
Sulia-Sifadda  \" 

"  Before  the  left  side  of  the  car  is  seen  the  snort- 
ing horse !  The  thin-maned,  high-headed,  strong- 
hoofed,  fleet,  bounding  son  of  the  hill :  his  name  is 
Dusronnal,  among  the  stormy  sons  of  the  sword  !  A 
thousand  thongs  bind  the  car  on  high.  Hard  po- 
lished bits  shine  in  a  wreath  of  foam.  Thin  thongs, 
bright-studded  with  gems,  bend  on  the  stately  neck* 
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of  the  steeds.  The  steeds  that  like  wreaths  of  mist 
fly  over  the  streamy  vales  !  The  wildness  of  deer  is 
in  their  course,  the  strength  of  eagles  descending  on 
the  prey.  Their  noise  is  like  the  blast  of  winter,  on 
the  sides  of  the  snow-headed  Gormal. 

Within  the  car  is  seen  the  chief;  the  strong-armed 
son  of  the  sword.  The  hero's  name  is  Cuthullin,  son 
of  Semo  king  of  shells.  His  red  cheek  is  like  my 
polished  yew.  The  look  of  his  blue-rolling  eye  is 
wide,  beneath  the  dark  arch  of  his  brow.  His  hair 
flies  from  his  head  like  a  flame,  as  bending  forward 
he  wields  the  spear.  Fly,  king  of  ocean,  fly !  He 
comes,  like  a  storm,  along  the  streamy  vale ! 

"  When  did  I  fly,"  replied  the  king  ?  "  When  fled 
Swaran  from  the  battle  of  spears  1  When  did  I 
shrink  from  danger,  chief  of  the  little  soul  ?  I  met 
the  storm  of  Gormal,  when  the  foam  of  my  waves 
beat  high.  I  met  the  storm  of  the  clouds  1  shall 
Swaran  fly  from  a  hero  1  Were  Fingal  himself  before 
me,  my  soul  should  not  darken  with  fear.  Arise  to 
battle,  my  thousands !  pour  round  me  like  the  echo- 
ing main.  Gather  round  the  bright  steel  of  your 
king;  strong  as  the  rocks  of  my  land  ;  that  meet  the 
storm  with  joy,  and  stretch  their  dark  pines  to  the 
wind  \" 

Like  autumn's  dark  storms,  pouring  from  two 
echoing  hills,  toward  each  other  approached  the 
heroes.     Like  two  deep  streams  from  high  rocks 
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meeting,  mixing,  roaring  on  the  plain ;  loud,  rough 
and  dark  in  battle  meet  Lochlin  and  Innis-fail.  Chief 
mixes  his  strokes  with  chief,  and  man  with  man ; 
steel,  clanging,  sounds  on  steel.  Helmets  are  cleft 
on  high.  Blood  bursts  and  smokes  around.  Strings 
murmur  on  the  polished  yews.  Darts  rush  along  the 
sky.  Spears  fall  like  the  circles  of  light,  which  gild 
the  face  of  night.  As  the  noise  of  the  troubled 
ocean,  when  roll  the  waves  on  high.  As  the  last  peal 
of  thunder  in  heaven,  such  is  the  din  of  war !  Though 
Cormac's  hundred  bards  were  there,  to  give  the  fight 
to  song;  feeble  was  the  voice  of  a  hundred  bards  to 
send  the  deaths  to  future  times!  For  many  were 
the  deaths  of  heroes;  wide  poured  the  blood  of 
the  brave ! 

Mourn,  ye  sons  of  song,  mourn  the  death  of  the 
.noble  Sithallin.*  Let  the  sighs  of  Fiona  rise,  on 
the  lone  plains  of  her  lovely  Ardan.  They  fell, 
like  two  hinds  of  the  desert,  by  the  hands  of  tlie 
mighty  Swaran;  when,  in  the  midst  of  thousands, 
he  roared;  like  the  shrill  spirit  of  a  storm.  He 
sits  dim,  on  the  clouds  of  the  north,  and  enjoys 
the  death  of  the  mariner.  Nor  slept  tliy  hand  by 
thy  side,  chief  of  the  isle  of  mist  If  many  were  the 

+  Sithallin  signifies  a  handsome  man  j  Fiona,  afa^r  maid;  and  Ardan, 
fride. 

+  The  Isle  of  Sky ;  not  improperly  called  (he  isle,  of  mist,  as  its  high  hills, 
which  catch  the  clouds  from  the  western  ocean,  occasiou  almnstconuiiual 
wins. 
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deaths  of  thine  arm,  Culhullin,  thou  son  of  Semo ! 
His  sword  was  like  the  beam  of  heaven  when  it 
pierces  the  sons  of  the  vale;  when  the  people  are 
blasted  and  fall,  and  all  the  hills  are  bumhig 
around.  DusronnaP  snorted  over  the  bodies  of 
heroes.  Sifadda  f  bathed  his  hoof  in  blood.  The 
battle  lay  behind  them,  as  groves  overtnnied  on 
tlie  desert  of  Cromla;  when  the  blast  has  passed 
the  heath,  laden  with  the  spirits  of  night! 

Weep  on  the  rocks  of  roaring  winds,  O  maid  of 
Inistore !  I  Bend  thy  fair  head  over  the  waves, 
thou  lovelier  than  the  ghost  of  the  hills;  when  it 
moves,  in  a  sun-beam,  at  noon,  over  the  silence  of 
Morven !  He  is  fallen !  thy  youth  is  low !  pale 
beneath  the  sword  of  CuthuUin!  No  more  shall 
valour  raise  thy  love  to  match  the  blood  of  kings. 
Trenar,  graceful  Trenar  died,  O  maid  of  Inistore! 
His  grey  dogs  are  howling  at  home;  they  see  his 
passing  ghost.  His  bow  is  in  the  hall  unstrung.  No 
sound  is  in  tiie  hill  of  his  hinds! 

As  roll  a  thousand  \\aves  to  the  rocks,  so  Swa- 

*  One  of  CailmlJin's  horses.     Dubhslron  ghcal. 

+  Siili-foflda,  /.  f .  a  long  sfiide, 

X  ihe  iHiitd  of  Iniitnie  was  the  daughter  of  Gorlo  king  of  Inistore  or 
Orkney  islands.  Trenar  was  brother  to  the  king  of  Injscon,  supposed  to 
6e  one  of  the  islands  of  Shetland.  Tlie  Orkneys  and  Shetland  were  at  that 
time  subject  lo  the  kin?  of  Lochlin,  We  find  that  the  dogs  of  Trenar  are 
sensible  at  home  of  the  death  of  their  master,  the  very  instant  he  is  killed. 
It  was  the  opinion  of  the  times,  tliat  the  vouls  of  heroes  went  immediately 
after  death  to  ih;  hilU  of  their  country,  and  the  scenes  th  y  frequented 
the  most  happy  time  of  their  lif".  It  was  thought  too  thatdofsani  horses 
Saw  ihp  ghosts  of  the  deceased. 

VOL.  II.  C 
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ran'a  host  came  on.  As  meets  a  rock  a  tliousancf 
waves,  so  Erin  met  Swaran  of  spears.  Death  raises 
all  his  voices  around,  and  mixes  with  the  sounds^ 
of  shields.  Each  hero  is  a  pillar  of  darkness;  the 
sword  a  beam  of  fire  in  his  hand.  The  field  echoes 
from  wing  to  wing,  as  a  hundred  hammers  that 
rise,  by  turns,  on  tlte  red  son  of  the  furnace. 
Who  are  these  on  Lena's  heath,  these  so  gloomy 
and  dark?  Who  are  these  like  two  clouds,  and 
their  swords  like  lightning  above  tliemi  The  lit- 
tle hills  are  troubled  around;  the  rocks  tremble 
with  all  their  moss.  Who  is  it  but  Ocean's  son 
and  the  car-borne  chief  of  Erin?  Many  are  the 
anxious  eyes  of  their  friends,  as  they  see  them  dim 
on  the  heath.  But  night  conceals  the  cliiefs  in  clouds, 
and  ends  the  dreadful  fight! 

It  was  on  Cromla's  shaggy  side  that  Dorglas  had 
placed  the  deer ;  *  the  early  fortune  of  the  chace,  be- 
fore the  heroes  left  the  hill.  A  hundred  youths 
collect  the  heath  ;  ten  warriors  ^^ake  the  fire;  three 
hundred  cluise  the  |X)lished  stones.  The  feast  is 
smoaking  wide!  Cuthulliu,  chief  of  Erin's  war,  re- 
sumed his  mighty  soul.     He  stood  upon  his  beaniy 

*Tlie  ancient  manner  of  prcpaiing  feasl;  at'ler  liunting,  is  lianded  down 
by  iradition.  A  pit  lined  with  smooth  slones  was  made ;  and  near  it  s looil 
a  heap  of  smooth  flat  stones  of  the  Hint  kind.  1  he  stones  as  well  as  the  ])it 
were  properly  heated  witli  heath.  Tl.en  they  laid  some  venisoii  in  the 
bottom,  and  a  stratum  of  the  stones  above  it;  and  thus  tliey  did  alter- 
nately till  the  pit  was  full.  The  whole  was  covered  over  witli  heath  to  con- 
fine the  steam.  Whether  this  is  probable  I  cannot  say  ;  but  some  pits  aie 
shewn,  which  the  vulgar  say,  were  usedinthafmanner. 


AN    EPIC    POEM.  19 

spear,  and  spoke  to  the  son  of  songs;  to  Carril  of 
other  times,  the  grey-haired  son  of  Kinfena.*  "  Is 
this  feast  spread  for  me  alone  and  tlie  king  of 
LochHn  on  Erin'e  shore;  far  from  the  deer  of  his 
hills,  and  sounding  halls  of  his  feasts  1  Rise,  Car- 
ril of  other  times;  carry  my  words  to  Swaran.  Tell 
him  from  the  roaring  of  waters,  that  Cuthullin  gives 
his  feast.  Here  let  him  listen  to  the  sound  of  my 
groves,  amidst  the  clouds  of  night.  For  cold  and 
bleak  the  blustering  winds  rush  over  the  foam  of  his 
seas.  Here  let  him  praise  the  trembling  harp,  and 
liear  the  songs  of  heroes  !" 

Old  Carril  went,  with  softest  voice.  He  called  the 
king  of  dark-brown  shields  !  "  Rise  from  the  skins 
of  thy  chase,  rise,  Swaran  king  of  groves  !  Cuthullin 
gives  the  joy  of  shells.  Partake  the  feast  of  Erin's 
blue-eyed  chief!"  He  answered  like  the  sullen  sound 
of  Cromla  before  a  storm.  "  Though  all  thy  daugh- 
ters, Inuis-fail !  should  stretch  their  arms  of  snow  ; 
should  raise  the  heavings  of  their  breasts,  and  softly 
roll  their  eyes  of  love  ;  yet,  fixed  as  Lochlin's  thou- 
sand rocks,  here  Swaran  should  remain ;  till  morn, 
with  the  young  beams  of  the  east,  shall  light  me  to 
the  death  of  Cuthullin.  Pleasant  to  my  ear  is  Loch- 
lin's wind  !  It  rushes  over  my  seas  !  It  speaks  aloft 
in  all  my  shrouds,  and  brings  my  green  forests  to  my 
mind  :   The  green  forests  of  Gormal,  which  oftea 

*  Cean-feana,  i.  e.  the  head  of  ths  pecpU^ 
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eclioed  to  my  winds,  when  my  spear  was  red  in  the 
chace  of  the  boar.  Let  dark  CuthulHn  yield  to  me 
tlie  ancient  throne  of  Cormac;  or  Erin's  torrents  shall 
shew  from  their  lulls  the  red  foam  of  the  blood  of 
his  pride !" 

"  Sad  is  the  somid  of  Swaran's  voice,"  said  Carril 
of  other  times  !  "  Sad  to  himself  alone,"  said  the 
blue-eyed  son  of  Semo.  "  But,  Carril,  raise  the  voice 
on  high  ;  tell  the  deeds  of  other  times.  Send  thou 
the  night  away  in  song ;  and  give  the  joy  of  grief. 
For  many  heroes  and  maids  of  love,  have  moved  on 
Inis-fail :  And  lovely  are  the  songs  of  woe  that  are 
heard  in  Albion's  rocks  ;  when  the  noise  of  the  chase 
is  past,  and  the  streams  of  Cona  answer  to  the  voice 
of  Ossian."* 

"  In  other  days,"t  Carril  replies,  "  came  the  sons 
of  Ocean  to  Erin  !  A  thousand  vessels  bounded  on 
waves  to  Ulliu's  lovely  plains.  The  sons  of  Inis-fail 
arose,  to  meet  the  race  of  dark-brown  shields.  Cair- 
bar,  first  of  men,  was  there,  and  Grudar,  stately 
youth  !  Long  had  they  strove  for  the  spotted  bull, 
that  lowed   on   Golbun's|   echoing   heath.       Each 

*  The  Cona  here  mentioned  is  that  small  river  that  runs  through  Glenco 
in  Argyleshire.  One  of  the  hills  which  envirea  that  romantic  valley  is 
still  called  Scornafena,  or  the  hill  of  Fingal's  people. 

+  This  episode  is  introduced  with  propriety.  Calmar  and  Connal,  tw» 
if  the  Irish  heroes,  had  disputed  warmly  before  the  battle  about  cngaginf 
the  enemy.  Carril  endeavours  to  reconcile  them  with  the  story  of  Cairbar 
and  Grudar;  who,  though  enemies  before,  fought  side  hy  side  in  the  war. 
The  poet  ubiained  his  aim,  for  we  find  Calmar  and  Connal  perfectly  re- 
conciled in  the  third  book. 

%  Golb-bhean,  as  well  as  Cromlcach,  signifiss  a  cronhed  h-lt. 
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claimed  him  as  his  own.  Death  was  often  at  the 
point  of  their  steel!  Side  by  side  the  heroes  fought; 
the  strangers  of  Ocean  fled.  Whose  name  was  fairer 
on  the  hill,  than  the  name  of  Cairbar  and  Grudar! 
But  ah  !  why  ever  lowed  the  bull,  on  Golbun's  echo- 
ing heath.  They  saw  hira  leaping  like  snow.  The 
wrath  of  the  chiefs  returned !" 

"  On  Lubar's  *  grassy  banks  they  fought;  Grudar 
fell  in  his  blood.  Fierce  Cairbar  camq  to  the  vale, 
where  Brassolis,!  fairest  of  his  sisters,  all  alone, 
raised  the  song  of  grief.  She  sung  of  the  actions  of 
Grudar,  the  youth  of  her  secret  soul !  She  mourned 
him  in  the  field  of  blood ;  but  still  she  hoped  for 
his  return.  Her  white  bosom  is  seen  from  her  robe, 
as  the  moon  from  the  clouds  of  night,  when  its 
edge  heaves  white  on  the  view,  from  the  darkness 
which  covers  its  orb.  Her  voice  was  softer  than  the 
harp  to  raise  the  song  of  grief.  Her  soul  was  fixed 
on  Grudar.  The  secret  look  of  her  eye  was  his. 
"  When  shalt  thou  come  in  thine  arms,  thou  mighty 
in  the  war  1" 

"  Take,  Brassolis,"  Cairbar  came  and  said,  "  take, 
iBrassolis,  this  shield  of  blood.  Fix  it  on  high  within 
my  hall,  the  annour  of  my  toe  !  Her  soft  heart  beat 
against  her  side.  Distracted,  pale,  she  flew.  Sh« 
found    her    vouth    in  all  his  blood ;    she    died    on 


•  Lubar,  a  river  in  Ulster.        Labhar,  loud,  noisy. 
+  Brassolis  signifies  a  wcmnn  vitk  a  ■white  br^ait. 
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Croni!a's  heath.  Here  rests  their  dust,  Cuthullin! 
these  lonely  y^ws  sprung  from  their  tombs,  and 
shade  them  from  the  storm.  Fair  was  Brassolis  on 
the  plain !  Stately  was  Grudar  on  the  hill !  The  bard 
shall  preserve  their  names,  and  send  them  down  to 
future  times !" 

"  Pleasant  is  thy  voice,  O  Canil,"  said  the  blue- 
eyed  chief  of  Erin.  "  Pleasant  are  the  words  of 
other  times!  They  are  like  the  calm  shower  of 
spring;  when  the  sun  looks  on  the  field,  and 
the  light  cloud  flies  over  the  hills.  O  strike  the 
harp  in  praise  of  my  love,  the  lonely  sun-beam  of 
Dunscaith  !  Strike  the  harp  in  the  praise  of  Bragela ; 
she  that  I  left  in  the  Isle  of  Mist,  the  spouse  of 
Semo's  son !  Dost  thou  raise  thy  fair  face  from  the 
rock  to  find  the  sails  of  Cuthullin?  Tlie  sea  is 
rolling  distant  far ;  its  white  foam  deceives  thee 
for  my  sails.  Retire,  for  it  is  night,  my  love ;  the 
dark  winds  sing  in  thy  hair.  Retire  to  the  halls 
of  my  feasts ;  think  of  the  times  that  are  past.  I 
will  not  return  till  the  storm  of  war  is  ceased.  O 
Connal !  speak  of  war  and  arms,  and  send  her  from 
my  mind.  Lovely  ^with  her  flowing  hair  is  the 
white-bosomed  daughter  of  Sorglan." 

Connal,  slow  to  speak,  replied,  "  Guard  against 
the  race  of  Ocean.  Send  thy  troop  of  night  abroad, 
and  watch  the  strength  of  Swaran.  Cuthullin !  I 
am  for  peace  till  the  race  of  Selma  come ;  till  Fin- 
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gal  come,  the  first  of  men,  and  beam,  like  the  smi, 
on  our  fields !"  The  hero  struck  the  shield  of 
alarms,  the  warriors  of  tlie  night  moved  on !  The 
rest  lay  in  the  heath  of  the  deer,  and  slept  beneath 
the  dusky  wind.  The  ghosts*  of  the  lately  dead 
were  near,  and  swam  on  the  gloomy  clouds  :  And 
far  distant,  in  the  dark  silence  of  Lena,  the  feeble 
voices  of  death  were  faintly  heard. 

*  It  was  long  the  opinion  of  the  ancient  Scots,  that  a  ghost  washeaTd 
shrieking  near  the  place  wliere  a  death  was  to  happen  soon  after.  The  ac- 
counts given,  to  this  day,  among  tlie  vulgar,  of  this  extraordinary  matter 
are  very  poetical.  The  gliost  comes  mounted  on  a  meteor,  and  surrounds 
twice  or  thrice  tlie  place  destined  for  the  person  to  die ;  and  Uien  goes 
along  the  road  through  which  the  funeral  is  to  pass,  shrieking  at  intervals  ; 
5t  last,  the  meteor  and  ghost  disappear  above  tlie  burial  place. 
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The  ghost  of  Criigal,  one  of  the  Iiish  heroes  who  was  killed  in 
battle,  appearing  to  Connal,  foretells  the  defeat  of  CuthiiUin 
in  the  next  battle ;  and  earnestly  advises  him  to  make  peace 
with  Swaran.  Connal  communicates  the  vision;  but  Cu- 
thullin  is  mflexible ;  from  a  principle  of  honour  he  would  not 
be  the  first  to  sue  for  peace,  and  he  resolved  to  continue 
the  war.  Morning  comes ;  Swaran  proposes  dishonourable 
terms  to  Cuthullin,  which  are  rejected.  The  battle  begms, 
and  is  obstinately  fought  for  some  time,  imtil,  upon  the  flight 
of  GiTunal,  the  whole  Irish  amiy  gave  way.  Cutluillin  and 
Connal  cover  their  retreat :  Carril  leads  them  to  a  neigh- 
bouring hill,  whither  they  are  soon  followed  by  Cuthullin 
himself,  who  descries  the  fleet  of  Fingal  making  towards  the 
coast ;  but,  night  coming  on,  he  lost  sight  of  it  again.  Cu- 
thuUin,  dejected  after  his  defeat,  attributes  his  ill  success  to 
the  death  of  Ferda  liis  friend,  whom  he  had  killed  some 
time  before.  Carril,  to  shew  that  ill  success  did  not  always 
attend  those  who  innocently  killed  their  friends,  introduces 
the  episode  of  Comal  and  Galvina. 
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CoNNAL*  lay  by  the  sound  of  the  mountain 
stream,  beneath  the  aged  tree.  A  stone,  with 
its  moss,  supported  his  head.  Shrill  through  the 
lieatii  of  Lena,  he  heard  the  voice  of  night.  At 
distance  from  the  heroes  he  lay;  the  son  of  the  sword 
feared  no  foe!  The  hero  beheld,  in  his  rest,  a  dark- 
red  stream  of  fire  rushing  down  from  the  hill.  Cru- 
gal  sat  upon  the  beam,  a  chief  who  fell  in  fight.  He 
fell  by  the  hand  of  Swaran,  striving  in  the  battle  of 
heroes.  His  face  is  like  the  beam  of  the  setting 
moon.  His  robes  are  of  the  clouds  of  the  hill.  His 
eyes  are  two  decaying  flames.  Dark  is  the  wound  of 
his  breast!  ♦'  Crugal,"  said  the  mighty  Connal,  son 
of  Dedgal  famed  on  the  hill  of  hinds !  "  Why  so 
pale  and  sad,  thou  breaker  of  the  shields?  Thou 
hast  never  been  pale  for  fear!  What  disturbs  the 
departed  Crugal  ?"  Dim,  and  in  tears,  he  stood  and 
stretched  his  pale  hand  over  the  hero.  Faintly  he 
raised  his  feeble  voice,  like  the  gale  of  the  reedy  Lego! 
"  My  spirit,  Connal,  is  on  my  hills:  my  corse  ou 
the  sands  of  Erm.  Thou  shalt  never  talk  with  Cru- 
gal, nor  find  his  lone  steps  in  the  heath.  I  am 
light  as  the  blast  of  Cromla.     I    move    lilie    the 

*  The  scene  here  described  will  appear  natural  to  those  who  have  been 
in  the  highlands  of  Scotland.  The  poet  removes  him  to  a  distance  from  the 
army,  to  add  more  horror  to  the  description  of  Crugal's  ghost  by  the  lane- 
lineis  of  the  place. 
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sbadow  of  mist!  Connal,  son  of  Colgar,  I  see  a 
cloud  of  death:  it  hovers  dark  over  the  plains  of 
Lena.  The  sons  of  green  Erin  must  fall.  Remove 
from  the  field  of  ghosts."  Like  the  darkened  moon 
he  retired,  in  the  midst  of  the  whistling  blast. 
"  Stay,"  said  the  mighty  Connal,  "  stay  my  dark- 
red  friend.  Lay  by  that  beam  of  heaven,  son  of 
the  windy  Cromla !  What  cave  is  thy  lonely 
house?  What  greei>-headed  hill  the  place  of  thy  re- 
pose? Shall  we  not  hear  thee  in  the  storm?  In  the 
noise  of  the  mountain-stream?  When  the  feeble 
sons  of  the  wind  come  forth,  and  scarcely  seen 
pass  over  the  desert  T 

The  soft-voiced  Connal  rose,  in  the  midst  of  his 
sounding  arms.  He  struck  his  shield  above  Ciithul- 
lin.  The  son  of  battle  waked.  "  Why,"  said  the 
ruler  of  the  car,  "  comes  Connal  through  my  night? 
My  spear  might  turn  against  the  sound;  and  Cuthul- 
lin  mourn  the  death  of  his  friend.  Speak,  Connal; 
son  of  Colgar,  speak,  thy  counsel  is  the  son  of  hea- 
ven!" "  Son  of  Semo!"  replied  the  chief,  "  the 
ghost  of  Crugal  came  from  his  cave.  The  stars  dim- 
twinkled  through  his  form!  His  voice  was  like  the 
sound  of  a  distant  stream.  He  is  a  messenger  of 
death!  He  speaks  of  the  dark  and  narrow  house! 
Sne  for  peace,  O  chief  of  Erin!  or  fly  over  the  heath 
of  Lena." 
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"  He  spoke  to  Connnl,"  replied  the  hero,  "  though 
stars  dim-twinkled  through  his  fo\ml  Son  of  Colgar, 
it  was  the  wind  that  murmuied  acioss  thy  ear.  Or  if 
it  was  the  form  *  of  Crugal,  v.  hy  didst  thou  not  force 
him  to  my  sight?  Hast  thou  enquired  where  is  his 
cave?  The  house  of  that  son  of  wind  ?  My  sword  might 
find  that  voice,  and  force  his  knowledge  fjom  Cru- 
gal. But  small  is  his  knowledge,  Connal;  he  \Yas 
here  to-day.  He  could  not  have  gone  beyond  our 
hills!  who  could  tell  him  there  of  our  fall?" 
"  Ghosts  fly  on  clouds,  and  ride  on  winds,"  said 
Connal's  voice  of  wisdom.  "  They  rest  together  in 
their  caves,  and  talk  of  mortal  men." 

"  Then  let  them  talk  of  mortal  men ;  of  every  man 
but  Erin's  chief.  Let  me  be  forgot  in  their  cave.  I 
will  not  fly  from  Swaran !  If  fall  1  must,  my  tomb 
shall  rise,  amidst  the  fame  of  future  times.  The  hun- 
ter shall  shed  a  tear  on  my  stone ;  sorrow  shall  dwell 
round  the  high-bosomed  Bragela.  I  fear  not  death, 
to  fly  I  fear!  Fingal  has  seen  me  victorious !  Thou 
dim  phantom  of  the  hill,  shew  thyself  to  me!  come 
on  thy  beam  of  heaven,  shew  me  my  death  in  thine 
hand ;   yet  I  will  not  fly,   thou   feeble   son  of  the 


*  The  jioet  teaches  us  the  opinions  that  prevailed  in  his  time  concerning 
the  state  of  separate  souls,  from  Connal's  expression,  "  That  the  stars 
diin-twinkled  through  the  form  of  Crugal,"  and  Cuthullin's  reply,  we  may 
gather  that  they  both  thought  the  soul  was  mate: ial;  something  like  the 
ti5Kj7.ovof  the  ancient  Greeks. 
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wind!  Go,  son  of  Colgar,  strike  the  shield.  It 
Langs  between  the  spears.  Let  my  warriors  rise  to 
tlie  sound,  in  the  midst  of  the  battles  of  Erin.  Though 
Fingal  delays  his  coming  with  the  race  of  his  stormy 
isles;  we  shall  fight,  O  Colgar's  son,  and  die  in  the 
battle  of  heroes!" 

The  sound  spreads  wide.  The  heroes  rise,  like  the 
breaking  of  a  blue-rolling  wave.  They  stood  on  the 
heath,  like  oaks  with  all  their  branches  round  them: 
when  they  echo  to  the  stream  of  frost,  and  their  wi- 
thered leaves  are  rustling  to  the  wind  !  High  Crom- 
la's  head  of  clouds  is  grey.  Morning  trembles  on 
the  half-enlightened  ocean.  The  blue  mist  swims 
slowly  by,  and  hides  the  sons  of  Inis-fail ! 

"  Rise  ye,"  said  the  king  of  the  dark-brown  shields, 
••  ye  that  came  from  Lochlin's  waves.  The  sons  of 
Erin  have  fled  from  our  arms;  pursue  them  over  the 
plains  of  Lena!  Morla,  go  to  Cormac's  hall.  Bid 
them  yield  to  Swaran;  before  his  people  sink  to  the 
tomb ;  and  silence  spread  over  his  isle."  They  rose 
rustling  like  a  tlock  of  sea-fov»'l,  when  the  waves  ex- 
pel them  from  the  shore.  Their  sound  was  like  a 
thousand  streams  that  meet  in  Cona's  vale,  when, 
after  a  stormy  night,  they  turn  their  dark  eddies, 
beneath  the  pale  light  of  the  morn.. 

As  the  dark  shades  of  autumn  fly  over  hills  of 
grass ;  so  gloomy,  dark,  successive,  came  the  chiefs  of 
Lochlin's  echoing  woods.     Tall  as  the  stag  of  Mor- 
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\en,  moved  stately  before  them  the  king.  His  shining 
shield  is  on  his  side,  like  a  flame  on  the  heath  at 
night.  When  the  world  is  silent  and  dark,  and  the 
traveller  sees  some  ghost  sporting  in  the  beam! 
Dimly  gleam  the  hills  around,  and  shew  indistinctly 
their  oaks!  A  blast  from  the  troubled  ocean  re- 
moved the  settled  mist.  The  sons  of  Erin  appear, 
like  a  ridge  of  rocks  on  the  coast;  when  mari- 
ners, on  shores  unknown,  are  trembling  at  veering 
winds! 

"  Go,  Morla,  go,"  said  the  king  of  Lochlin, 
"  offer  peace  to  these  !  Offer  the  terms  we  give  to 
kings,  when  nations  bow  down  to  our  swords.  When 
the  valiant  are  dead  in  war ;  when  virgins  weep  on 
the  field  !  Tall  Morla  came,  the  son  of  Swarth,  and 
stately  strode  the  youth  along!  He  spoke  to  Erin's 
blue-eyed  chief,  among  the  lesser  heroes.  "  Take 
Swarau's  peace,"  the  warrior  spoke,  "  the  peace  he 
gives  to  kuigs,  when  nations  bow  to  his  sword.  Leave 
Erin's  streamy  plains  to  us,  and  give  thy  spouse  and 
dog.  Thy  spouse  high-bosomed,  heaving  fair!  Thy 
dog  that  overtakes  the  wind !  Give  these  to  pro^  e 
the  weakness  of  thine  arm ;  live  then  beneath  our 
power!" 

"  Tell  Swaran,  tell  that  heart  of  pride,  Cuthulliii 
never  yields.  I  give  him  the  dark  rolling  sea;  I  give 
his  people  graves  in  Erin.  But  never  shall  a  stranger 
have  the  pleasing  sun-beam  of  my  love.     No  deer 
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shall  fly  on  Lochlin's  hills,  before  swift-footed 
Luath."  "  Vain  ruler  of  the  car,"  said  Morla, 
•'  wilt  thou  then  fight  the  king  ?  The  king  whose  ships 
of  many  groves  could  carry  off  thine  isle  ?  So  little 
is  thy  green-hilled  Erin  to  him  who  rules  the  stormy 
waves !"  "  In  words  I  yield  to  many,  Morla.  My 
sword  shall  yield  to  none.  Erin  shall  own  the 
sway  of  Cormac,  while  Connal  and  Cuthullin  live! 
O  Connal,  tirst  of  mighty  men,  tliou  hearest  the 
words  of  Morla.  Shall  tliy  thoughts  then  be  of 
peace,  thou  breaker  of  the  shields  ]  Spirit  of  fallen 
Crugal !  why  didst  thou  threaten  us  with  death  1 
The  narrow  house  shall  receive  me,  in  the  midst  of 
the  light  of  renown.  Exalt,  ye  sons  of  Erin,  exalt 
the  spear  and  bend  the  bow:  rush  on  the  foe  in 
darkness,  as  the  spirits  of  stormy  nights!" 

Then  dismal,  roaring,  fierce,  and  deep  the  gloom 
of  battle  poured  along;  as  mist  that  is  rolled  on  a 
valley,  when  storms  invade  the  silent  sun-shine  of 
heaven  ?  Cuthullin  moves  before  in  arms,  like  an 
angry  ghost  before  a  cloud;  when  meteors  inclose 
him  with  fire;  when  the  dark  winds  are  in  his  hand. 
Carril,  far  on  the  heath,  bids  the  horn  of  battle 
sound.  He  raises  the  voice  of  song,  and  pours  his 
soul  into  the  minds  of  the  brave. 

"  Where,"  said  the  mouth  of  the  song,  "  where  is 
the  fallen  Crugal?     He  lies  forgot  on  earth;  the  hall 
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of  shells  *  is  silent.  Sad  is  the  spouse  of  Crugal! 
She  is  a  strangerf  in  the  hall  of  her  grief.  But  who 
is  she,  that,  like  a  sun-beam,  flies  before  the  ranks 
of  the  foe?  It  is  Degrena,t  lovely  fair,  the  spouse 
of  fallen  Crugal.  Her  hair  is  on  the  wind  behind. 
Her  eye  is  red  ;  her  voice  is  shrill.  Pale,  empty  is 
thy  Crugal  now  !  His  form  is  in  the  cave  of  the  liill. 
He  comes  to  the  ear  of  rest ;  he  raises  his  feeble 
voice ;  like  the  humming  of  the  mountain  bee ! 
hke  the  collected  flies  of  the  eve  !  But  Degrena 
falls  like  a  cloud  of  the  morn  ;  the  sword  of  Lochlin 
is  in  her  side.  Cairbar,  she  is  fallen,  the  rising  thought 
of  thy  youth.  She  is  fallen,  O  Cairbar,  the  thought 
of  thy  youthful  hours !" 

Fierce  Cairbar  heard  the  mournful  sound.  He 
rushed  along  like  ocean's  whale.  He  saw  the  death 
of  his  daughter :  He  roared  in  the  midst  of  thou- 
sands. His  spear  met  a  son  of  Lochlin !  battle 
spreads  from  wing  to  wing!  As  a  hundred  winds 
in  Lochlin's  groves ;  as  fire  in  the  pines  of  a  hun- 
dred hills ;  so  loud,  so  ruinous,  so  vast  the  ranks 
of  men  are  hewn  down.     CuthuUui  cut  off"  heroes 

*  The  ancient  Scots,  as  well  as  the  present  Highlanders,  drunk  in  shells; 
hence  it  is  that  we  so  often  meet,  in  the  old  poetry,  with  the  chief  of  shells 
zn>.\thf  halls  of  shells. 

+  Crural  had  married  Degrena  but  a  little  time  before  the  battle,  con- 
sequently she  may  with  propriety  be  called  a  stranger  in  the  hall  of  her 
grief. 

}  Deo-grena  signifies  a  snH'bejm, 
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Kke  thistle ;  Swaran  wasted  Erin.  Curach  fell  by  his 
hand,  Cairbar  of  the  bossy  sliield  !  Morglan  lies  in 
lasting  rest !  Ca-olt  trembles  as  he  dies!  His  white 
breast  is  stained  vvitii  blood;  his  yellow  hair  stretched 
in  the  dust  of  his  native  land !  He  often  had  spread 
the  feast  where  he  fell.  He  often  there  had  raised 
the  voice  of  the  harp,  when  his  dogs  leapt  around 
for  joy;  and  the  youths  of  the  chace  prepared  the 
bow! 

Still  Swaran  advanced,  as  a  stream,  that  bursts 
from  the  desert.  The  little  hills  are  rolled  in  hs 
course;  the  rocks  are  half-sunk  by  its  side!  But 
Cuthullui  stood  before  him,  like  a  hill,  that  catches 
the  clouds  of  heaven.  The  whids  contend  on  its 
head  of  pines ;  the  hail  rattles  on  its  rocks.  But, 
firm  m  its  strength,  it  stands,  and  shades  the  silent 
vale  of  Cona!  So  Cuthullin  shaded  the  sons  of 
Erin,  and  stood  in  the  midst  of  thousands.  Blood 
rises  hke  the  fount  of  a  rock,  from  panting  heroes 
around.  But  Erm  falls  on  either  wing,  like  snow  in 
the  day  of  the  sun." 

"  O  sons  of  Erin,"  said  Grumal,  "  Lochlin  con- 
quers on  the  field.  Why  strive  we  as  reeds  against 
the  wind  ?  Fly  to  the  hill  of  dark-brown  liinds."  He 
iled  like  the  stag  of  Mor\'en;  his  spear  is  a  trembling 
beam  of  light  behind  him.  Few  fled  with  Grumal, 
chief  of  the  little  soul:  they  fell  in  the  battle  of 
heroes,  on  Lena's  echoing  heath.     High  on  his  car, 

vol,.  II.  D 
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of  many  gems,  the  chief  of  Erin  stood.  He  slew  a; 
mighty  son  of  Lochlin,  and  spoke,  in  haste,  to  Con- 
nal.  "  O  Connal,  first  of  mortal  men,  thou  hast 
taught  this  arm  of  death!  Though  Erm's  sons  have 
fled,  shall  we  not  fight  the  foe?  Carril,  son  of  other 
times,  carry  my  friends  to  that  bushy  hill.  Here, 
Connal,  let  us  stand,  like  rocks,  and  save  our  flying 
friends." 

Connal  mounts  the  car  of  gems.  They  stretch 
Uieir  shields,  like  the  darkened  moon,  the  daughter  of 
the  starry  skies,  when  she  moves,  a  dun  circle, 
through  heaven  ;  and  dreadful  change  is  expected  by 
men.  Sithfadda  panted  up  the  hill,  and  Sronnal 
liaughty  steed.  Like  waves  behind  a  whale  behind 
them  rushed  the  foe.  Now  on  the  rising  side  of 
Cromla  stood  Erin's  few  sad  sons;  like  a  grove 
through  which  the  flame  had  rushed,  hurried  on  by 
the  winds  of  the  stormy  night ;  distant,  withered, 
dark  they  stand,  with  not  a  leaf  to  shake  in  the 
gale. 

Cuthuliin  stood  beside  an  oak.     He  rolled  his  red 

eye  in  silence,  and  heard  the  wind  in  his  bushy  hair  ; 

the  scout  of  ocean  came,  Moran  the  son  of  Fithil. 

"  The  ships,"  he  cried,  "  the  ships  of  the  lonely  isles. 

Fingal  comes,  the  first  of  men,   the  breaker  of  the 

shields!     The  waves  foam  before  his  black  prows! 

His  masts  with   sails   are   like   groves   in  clouds!" 

"  Blow,"  said  Cuthuliin,  "  blow  ye  winds  Ih.it  rush 
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along  my  isle  of  mist.  Come  to  the  death  of  thou- 
sands, O  king  of  resounding  Selma  !  Thy  sails,  my 
friend,  are  to  me  the  clouds  of  the  morning;  thy  ships 
the  light  of  heaven ;  and  thou  thyself  a  pillar  of  fire 
that  beams  on  the  world  by  night.  O  Connal,  first 
of  men,  how  pleasing,  in  grief,  are  our  friends !  But 
the  night  is  gathering  around!  Where  now  are  the 
ships  of  Fingal  ?  Here  let  us  pass  the  hours  of  dark- 
ness ;  here  wish  for  the  moon  of  heaven." 

The  winds  come  down  on  the  woods.  The  torrents 
rush  from  the  rocks.  Rain  gathers  round  the  head  of 
Cromla.  The  red  stars  tremble  between  the  flying 
clouds.  Sad,  by  the  side  ot  a  stream  whose  sound  is 
echoed  by  a  tree,  sad  by  the  side  of  a  stream  the  chief 
of  Erin  sits.  Connal  son  of  Colgar  is  there,  and  Car- 
ril  of  other  times.  "  Unhappy  is  the  hand  of  Cuthul- 
lin,"  said  the  son  of  Semo,  "  unhappy  is  the  hand  of 
CuthuUin,  since  he  slew  his  friend!  Ferda,  son  of 
Damman,  I  loved  thee  as  myself !" 

"  How,  CuthuUin,  son  of  Semo !  how  fell  the 
breaker  of  the  shields?  Well  I  remember,"  said 
Connal,  "  the  son  of  the  noble  Damman.  Tall  and 
fair  he  was  like  the  rainbow  of  heaven."  Ferda  from 
Albioii  came,  the  chief  of  a  hundred  hills.  In  Muri's  * 
hall  he  learned  the  sword,  and  won  the  friendship  of 
CuthuUin.  We  moved  to  the  chace  together:  one 
was  our  bed  in  the  heath ! 

♦  A  place  iu  Ulster. 
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Deugala  was  Ihe  spouse  of  Cairbar,  chief  of  the 
plains  of  IJllin.  She  was  covered  with  the  hght  of 
beauty,  but  her  heart  was  the  house  of  pride.  She 
loved  that  sun-beam  of  youth,  the  son  of  noble  Dam- 
man.  •'  Cairbar,"  said  the  white-armed  Deugala, 
"  give  me  half  of  the  herd.  No  more  will  I  remain 
in  your  halls.  Divide  the  herd,  dark  Cairbar !" 
"  Let  Cuthullin,"  said  Cairbar,  "  divide  my  herd  on 
the  hill.  His  breast  is  the  seat  of  justice.  Depart, 
thou  light  of  beauty!"  I  went  and  divided  the  herd. 
One  snow-white  bull  remained.  I  gave  that  bull  to 
Cairbar.     The  wrath  of  Deugala  rose ! 

"  Son  of  Damman,"  begun  the  fair,  "  Cuthullin 
hath  pained  my  soul.  I  must  hear  of  his  death,  or 
Lubar's  stream  shall  roll  over  me.  My  pale  ghost 
shall  wander  near  tliee,  and  mourn  the  wound  of  my 
pride.  Pour  out  the  blood  of  Cuthullin  or  pierce 
this  heaving  breast."  "  Deugala,''  said  the  fair- 
haired  youth,  "  how  shall  I  slay  the  son  of  Semol 
He  is  the  friend  of  my  secret  thoughts.  Shall  I  then 
lift  the  sword  1"  She  wept  three  days  before  the 
chief,  on  the  fourth  he  said  he  would  fight.  "  I  will 
fight  my  friend,  Deugala!  but  may  I  fall  by  his 
sword!  Could  I  wander  ou  the  hill  alone?  Could 
I  behold  the  grave  of  Cuthullin  ?"  We  fought  on 
the  plain  of  Muri.  Our  swords  avoid  a  wound. 
They  slide  on  the  helmets  of  steel;  or  sound  on 
the  slippery  shields.    Deugala  was  near  with  a  smile. 
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end  said  to  the  son  of  Daniman :  "  Tliine  arm  is 
feeble,  sun-beam  of  yoiitli!  Thy  years  are  not 
strong  for  steel.  Yield  to  the  son  of  Semo.  He  is 
a  rock  on  Malmor." 

"  The  tear  is  in  the  eye  of  youth.  He  faultering 
said  to  me  :  '  CuthuUin,  raise  thy  bossy  shield.  De- 
fend thee  from  the  hand  of  thy  friend.  My  soul  is 
laden  with  grief:  for  I  must  slay  the  chief  of  men !' 
I  sighed  as  the  wind  in  the  cleft  of  a  rock.  I  lifted 
high  the  edge  of  my  steel.  The  sun-beam  of  battle 
fell:  the  first  of  CuthuUin's  friends!  Unhappy  is 
the  hand  of  Cuthullin  since  the  hero  fell  \" 

"  Mournful  is  thy  tale,  son  of  the  car,"  said  Carril 
of  other  times.  "  It  sends  my  soul  back  to  the  ages 
of  old,  to  the  days  of  other  years.  Often  have  I 
heard  of  Comal,  who  slew  the  friend  he  loved ;  yet 
victory  attended  his  steel:  the  battle  was  consumed 
in  his  presence ! 

"  Comal  was  a  son  of  Albion;  the  chief  of  an  hun- 
dred hills!  His  deer  drunk  of  a  thousand  streams. 
A  thousand  rocks  replied  to  the  voice  of  liis  dogs. 
His  face  was  the  mildness  of  youth.  His  hand  the 
death  of  heroes.  One  was  his  love,  and  fair  was  she! 
the  daughter  of  mighty  Conloch.  She  appeared  like 
a  sun- beam  among  women.  Her  hair  was  the  wing 
of  the  raven.  Her  dogs  were  taught  to  the  chace. 
Her  bow-string  sounded  on  the  winds.  Her  soul  was 
fixed  on  Comal.   Often  met  their  eyes  of  love.  Their 
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course  in  the  chace  was  one.  Happy  were  their 
words  in  secret.  But  Grumal  loved  the  maid,  the 
dark  chief  of  the  gloomy  Ardven.  He  watched  her 
lone  steps  in  the  heath  ;  the  foe  of  unhappy  Comal ! 

"  One  day,  tired  of  the  chare,  wLvii  the  mist  had 
concealed  their  friends,  Comal  and  tiic  daughter  of 
Conloch  met,  in  the  cave  of  Ronan.  It  was  the 
wonted  haunt  of  Comal.  Its  sides  were  hung  with 
bis  arms.  A  hundred  shields  of  thongs  were  there  ; 
a  hundred  helms  of  sounding  steel.  "  Rest  here," 
he  said,  "  my  love,  Galbina:  thou  light  of  the  cave 
of  Ronan  !  A  deer  appears  on  Mora's  brow.  I  go ; 
but  I  will  soon  return."  "  I  fear,'  she  said,  "  dark 
Grumal  my  foe :  he  haunts  the  cave  of  Ronan !  I 
will  rest  among  the  arms;  but  soon  return,  my 
love." 

"  He  went  to  the  deer  of  Mora.  The  daughter  of 
Conloch  would  try  his  love.  She  cloathed  her  fair 
sides  whh  his  armour ;  she  strode  from  the  cave 
of  Ronan !  He  thought  it  was  his  foe.  His  heart 
beat  high.  His  colour  changed,  and  darkness  dim- 
med his  eyes.  He  drew  the  bow.  The  arrow  flew. 
Galbina  fell  in  blood  !  He  run  with  wildness  in  his 
steps:  he  called  the  daughter  of  Conloch.  No  an- 
swer in  the  lonely  rock.  Where  art  thou,  O  my 
love  ?  He  saw%  at  length,  her  heaving  heart,  beat- 
ing around  the  arrow  he  threw.  "  O  Conloch's 
daughter,  is  it  thou?     He   sunk  upon  her  breeist ! 
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The  hunters  found  the  hapless  pair ;  he  afterwards 
walked  the  hill.  But  many  and  silent  were  his  steps 
round  the  dark  dwelling  of  his  love.  The  fleet  of  the 
ocean  came.  He  fought,  the  strangers  fled.  He 
searched  for  death  along  the  field.  But  who  could 
slay  the  mighty  Comal !  He  threw  away  his  dark- 
brown  shield.  An  arrow  found  his  manly  breast. 
He  sleeps  with  his  loved  Galbina  at  the  noise  of 
the  sounding  surge !  Their  green  tombs  are  seen 
by  the  mariner,  when  he  bounds  on  the  waves  of 
tJie  north." 
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CuthuUin,  pleased  with  the  stoi-y  of  Carril,  insists  with  that 
bard  for  more  of  his  songs.  He  relates  the  actions  of  Fin- 
gal  in  Lochlin,  and  death  of  Agandecca,the  beautiful  sister 
of  Swaran.  He  had  scarce  finished  when  Calmar  tlie  son  of 
Matha,  who  had  advised  the  first  battle,  came  wounded 
from  tlie  field,  and  told  them  of  Swaran's  design  to  surprise 
the  remains  of  the  Irish  army.  He  himseW  proposes  to  with- 
stand singly  the  whole  force  of  the  enemy,  in  a  narrow  pass, 
till  the  Irish  should  make  good  their  retreat.  Cuthullin, 
touched  with  the  gallant  proposal  of  Calmar,  resolves  to  ac- 
company hun,  and  orders  Carril  to  cari-y  off  the  few  that  re- 
mained of  the  Irish.  Morning  comes,  Calmai-  dies  of  his 
wounds ;  and,  the  ships  of  the  Caledonians  appearing,  Swa- 
ran gives  over  the  pursuit  of  the  Irish,  and  returns  to  op- 
pose Fingal's  landing.  Cuthullin  ashamed,  after  his  defeat, 
to  appear  before  Fingal,  retires  to  the  cave  of  Tma.  Fin- 
gal  engages  the  enemy,  puts  them  to  flight;  but  the  coming 
on  of  night  makes  the  victoiy  not  decisive.  The  king,  who 
had  observed  the  gallant  behaviour  of  liis  grandson  Oscar, 
gives  him  advices  concerning  his  conduct  in  peace  and  war. 
He  recommends  to  him  to  place  the  example  of  his  fathers 
before  his  eyes,  as  the  best  model  for  his  conduct;  which 
introduces  the  episode  concerning  Fainasollis,  the  daughter 
of  the  king  of  Craca,  whom  Fingal  had  taken  under  his 
protection,  in  his  youth.  Fillan  and  Oscar  are  dispatched 
to  observe  the  motions  of  the  enemy  by  night ;  Gaul  the  son 
of  Morni  desires  the  command  of  the  army  in  the  next 
battle ;  which  Fingal  promises  to  give  him.  Some  general 
reflections  of  the  poet  close  the  third  day. 
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"  Pleasant  are  the  words  of  the  song,"  said 
CuthuUin  !  ^'  h)vely  the  tales  of  other  times!  They 
are,  like  the  cahn  dew  of  the  nioraing  ou  the  hill  of 
roes ;  when  the  sun  is  faint  on  its  side,  and  the  lake 
is  settled  and  blue  in  the  vale.  O  Carril,  raise  again 
thy  voice!  let  me  hear  the  song  of  Seiraa:  which 
was  sung  in  my  halls  of  joy,  when  Fingal  kuig  of 
shields  was  there,  and  glowed  at  the  deeds  of  his 
fathers." 

"  Fingal!  thou  dweller  of  battle,"  said  Carril, 
**  early  were  thy  deeds  in  arms.  Lochlin  was  con- 
sumed in  thy  wrath,  when  thy  youth  strove  with  the 

*The  second  night,  since  the  opening  of  the  poem,  coniinues  ;  and 
Cuthullin,  Connaf,  and  Carril  still  sit  in  the  place  described  in  the  pre- 
ceding book.  The  story  of  Agandecc.i  is  introduced  here  with  propriety, 
as  great  use  is  made  of  it  in  the  course  of  the  poem,  aad  as  it,  iu  some 
gieasure,  brings  about  the  catastrophe. 
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beauty  of  maids.  They  smiled  at  the  faii-blooming 
face  of  the  hero;  but  death  was  in  his  hands.  He 
was  strong  as  the  waters  of  Lora.  His  followers 
were  the  roar  of  a  thousand  streams.  They  took  the 
king  of  Lochlin  in  war;  they  restored  him  to  his 
ships.  His  big  heart  swelled  with  pride ;  the  death 
of  the  youth  was  dark  in  his  soul.  For  none  ever, 
but  Fingal,  had  overcome  the  strength  of  the  mighty 
Starno.*  He  sat  in  the  hall  of  his  shells  in  Lochlin's 
woody  land.  He  called  the  grey-haired  Snivan,  that 
often  sung  round  the  circle  f  of  Loda:  when  the 
stone  of  power  heard  his  voice,  and  battle  turned  in 
the  field  of  the  valiant !" 

"  Go,  grey-haired  Snivan,"  Starno  said,  "  go  to 
Ardven's  sea-surroixnded  rocks.  Tell  to  the  king  of 
Selma;  he  the  fairest  among  his  thousands,  tell  him 
I  give  him  my  daughter,  the  loveliest  maid  that  ever 
heaved  a  breast  of  snow.  Her  arms  are  white  as  the 
foam  of  my  waves.  Her  soul  is  generous  and  mild. 
Let  him  come  with  his  bravest  heroes,  to  the  daugh- 
ter of  the  secret  hall !"  Snivan  come  to  Selma's  hall : 
Fair-haired  Fingal  attended  his  steps.  His  kindled 
soul  flew  to  the  maid,  as  he  bounded  on  the  waves 
of  the  north.     "  Welcome,"  said  the    dark-brown 


•  Starno  was  the  father  of  Swaran  as  well  as  Agandecca.  His  fierce 
and  cruel  character  is  well  marked  in  other  poems  concerning  the  times, 

+  This  passage  most  certainly  alludes  to  the  religion  of  Lochlin,  aiid 
the  stone  of  power  here  mentionefi  is  the  image  of  one  of  the  deities  of 
gcandinavii- 
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Starno,  "  welcome,  king  of  rocky  Morven :  welcome 
his  heroes  of  ^ligh^,  sons  of  the  distant  isle!  Three 
days  within  my  halls  shall  ye  feast;  three  days 
pursue  my  boars;  that  your  fame  may  reach  the 
maid  who  dwells  in  the  secret  hall." 

Starno  designed  their  «leath.  He  gave  the  feast  of 
shells.  Finpal,  who  doubted  the  foe,  kept  on  his 
arms  of  steel.  The  sons  of  death  were  afraid:  They 
tied  from  the  eyes  of  the  king.  The  voice  of  sprightly 
mirth  arose.  The  trembling  harps  of  joy  were 
strung.  Bards  sung  the  battle  of  heroes:  they  sung 
the  heaving  breast  of  love.  Ullhi,  Fingal's  bard, 
was  there:  the  sweet  voice  of  resounding  Cona.  He 
praised  the  daughter  of  Lochlin  ;  and  Morven's*  high- 
descended  chief.  The  daughter  of  Lochlin  over- 
heard. She  left  the  hall  of  her  secret  sigh!  She 
came  in  all  her  beauty,  like  the  moon  from  the  cloud 
of  the  east.  Loveliness  was  around  her  as  light. 
Her  steps  were  the  music  of  songs.  She  saw  tlie 
youth  and  loved  him.  He  was  the  stolen  sigh  of 
her  soul.  Her  blue  eye  rolled  on  him  in  secret: 
she  blest  the  chief  of  resounding  iNIoi-ven. 

The  third  day  with  all  its  beams,  shone  bright  on 
the  wood  of  boars.  Forth  moved  the  dark-browed 
Starno ;  and  Fingal,  king  of  shields.  Half  the  day 
they  spent   in  the   chace;    the  spear  of  Selma  was 

*  All  the  north-west  coast  of  Scotland  probably  went  of  oU  under  the 
name  of  Morvenj  which  signifies  a  ridge  of  very  high  hills. 
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red  in  blood.  It  was  tlien  the  daughter  of  Starno, 
wltli  blue  eyes  rolling  in  tears;  it'  was  then  she  came 
with  her  voice  of  love,  and  spoke  to  the  king  of 
Morven.  "  Fiugal,  high-descended  chief,  trust  not 
Starno's  heart  of  pride.  Within  that  wood  he  has 
placed  his  chiefs.  Beware  of  the  wood  of  death. 
But  remember,  son  of  the  isle,  remember  Agandecca: 
save  me  from  the  wrath  of  my  father,  king  of  the 
windy  Morven !" 

The  youth,  with  unconcern,  went  on ;  his  heroes  by 
his  side.  The  sons  of  death  fell  by  his  hand ; 
and  Gormal  echoed  around!  Before  the  halls  of 
Starno  the  sons  of  the  chace  convened.  The  king's 
dark  brows  were  like  clouds.  His  eyes  like  meteors 
of  night.  "  Bring  hither,"  he  said,  "  Agandecca  to 
her  lovely  king  of  Morven !  His  hand  is  stained 
with  the  blood  of  my  people ;  her  words  have  not 
been  in  vain !"  S!ie  came  with  the  red  eye  of  tears. 
She  came  with  loosely  flowing  locks.  Her  white 
breast  heaved  with  broken  sighs,  like  the  foam  of  the 
streamy  Lubar.  Starno  pierced  her  side  with  steeK 
She  fell,  like  a  wreath  of  snow,  which  slides  from  the 
rocks  of  Ronan ;  when  the  woods  are  still,  and  echo 
deepens  in  the  vale !  Then  Fingal  eyed  his  valiant 
chiefs,  his  valiant  chiefs  took  arms.  The  gloora  of 
battle  roared;  Lochiin  fled  or  died.  Pale,  in  his 
bounding  shin  he  closed  the  maid  of  the  softest  soid. 
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Her  tomb  ascends  ou  Ardveu :    the  sea  roars  round 
her  narrow  dwelUng. 

"  Blessed  be  her  soul,"  said  Cuthullin ;  "  blessed 
be  the  mouth  of  the  song !  Strong  was  the  youth  of 
Fuigal ;  strong  is  his  arm  of  age.  Lochlin  shall  fall 
again  before  the  king  of  echoing  Morven.  Shew  thy 
face  from  a  cloud,  O  moon  !  light  his  white  sails  on 
the  wave :  and  if  any  strong  spirit  *  of  heaven  sits  on 
that  low  hung  cloud ;  turn  his  dark  ships  from  the 
rock,  thou  rider  of  the  storm  !" 

Such  were  the  words  of  Cuthullin  at  the  sound  of 
the  mountain-stream ;  whei)  Calmar  ascended  the 
hill,  the  wounded  son  of  Matha.  From  the  field  he 
came  in  his  blood.  He  leaned  on  his  bending  spear. 
Feeble  is  the  arm  of  battle !  but  strong  the  soul  of 
the  hero!  "  Welcome!  O  son  of  Matha,"  said  Con- 
nal,  "  welcome  art  thou  to  thy  friends !  Why  bursts 
that  broken  sigh,  from  the  breast  of  him  who  never 
feared  before?  And  never,  Coimal,  will  he  fear, 
chief  of  the  pointed  steel !  My  soul  brightens  in 
danger:  in  the  noise  of  arms.  I  am  of  the  race  of 
battle.     My  fathers  never  feared. 

"  Cormar  was  the  first  of  my  race.  He  sported 
through  the    btorms     of    waves.     His    black   skifT 

»  This  is  the  only  passage  in  the  poem  that  has  the  appearance  of  rel-gion. 
But  Cuthullin's  apostrophe  to  this  spirit  is  accompanied  with  a  doubl,  so 
that  it  is  not  easy  to  determine  whether  thj  hero  meant  a  superior  being, 
or  the  ghosts  of  deceased  warriors,  who  were  supposed  in  those  times  to 
rule  the  stormb',  and  to  transport  themselves  in  a  gust  of  wind  from  one 
country  to  another. 
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bounded  on  ocean;  he  travelled  on  the  wings  of  thtf 
wind.  A  spirit  once  embroiled  the  night.  Seas 
swell,  and  rocks  resound.  Winds  drive  along  the 
clouds.  The  lightning  flies  on  wings  of  fire.  He 
feared,  and  came  to  land :  then  blushed  that  he  fear- 
ed at  ail.  He  rushed  again  among  the  waves  to  find 
the  son  of  the  wind.  Three  vouths  guide  the  bound- 
ing bark ;  he  stood  with  sword  unsheathed.  When 
the  low-hung  vapour  passed,  he  took  it  by  the  curling 
head.  He  searched  its  dark  womb  with  his  steel. 
The  sun  of  the  w  ind  forsook  the  air.  The  moon  and 
stars  returned  !  Such  was  the  boldness  of  my  race. 
Calmar  is  like  his  fathers.  Danger  flies  from  the 
lifted  sword.     They  best  succeed  who  dare! 

"But  now,  \e  sons  of  green  Erin,  retire  from 
Lena's  bloody  heath.  Collect  the  sad  remnant  of 
our  friends,  and  join  the  sword  of  Fingal.  I  heard 
the  sound  of  Lochliu's  advancing  arms!  Calmar  will 
remain  and  fight.  My  voice  shall  be  such,  my  friends, 
as  if  thousands  were  behiiul  me.  But,  son  of  Semo, 
remember  ute.  Remember  Calmar's  lifeless  corse. 
When  Fingal  shall  have  wasted  the  field,  place  me  by 
some  stone  of  remembrance,  that  future  times  may 
hear  my  tlune  ;  that  the  mother  of  Calmar  may  re- 
joice in  my  rciiouu." 

"  No:  son  of  Matha,"  said  Culhullin,  "  I  will 
never  leave  Jliee  here.  My  joy  is  in  unequal  fight ; 
my  soul  inert  use>;  in  daugt  r.     Connal,  and  Carril  of 
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other  times,  carry  ott"  tlic  sad  sons  of  Eviii.  When 
the  battle  is  over,  search  for  us  in  this  narrow  way. 
For  near  this  oak  wc  shall  fall,  in  the  stream  of  the 
battle  of  thousands!"  "O  Fithil's  son,  with  flying 
s})eed  rush  over  the  heath  of  Lena.  Tell  to  Fingal 
that  Erin  is  fallen.  Bitl  the  king  of  Morven  come. 
O  let  him  come,  like  the  sun  in  a  storm,  to  lighten, 
to  restore  the  isle  !" 

Morning  is  grey  on  Cromla.  The  sons  of  the  sea 
ascend.  Calmar  stood  forth  to  meet  them  in  the 
pride  of  his  kindling  soul.  But  pale  was  the  face  of 
the  chief.  He  leaned  on  his  father's  spear.  Tliat 
spear  which  he  brought  from  Lara,  when  the  soul  of 
his  mother  was  sad  ;  the  soul  of  the  lonely  Alclelha, 
wainiuii  'H  the  sorrow  of  years.  But  slowly  now  the 
hero  falls,  like  a  tree  on  the  plahi.  Dark  Cuthullin 
stands  alone  like  a  rock  in  a  sandy  vale.  The  sea 
comes  with  its  waves,  and  roars  on  its  hardened  sides. 
Its  head  is  covered  with  foam;  the  hills  are  echoing 
around. 

Now  from  tlie  grey  mist  of  the  ocean,  the  ^\hite- 
sailed  ships  of  Fingal  appear.  High  is  the  grove  of 
their  masts,  as  they  nod,  by  turns,  on  the  rolling 
wa\e.  Swaran  saw  them  from  the  hill.  He  returned 
from  the  sons  of  Erin.  As  ebbs  the  resounding  sea, 
through  the  hundred  isles  of  Inistore;  so  loud,  so 
vast,  so  iminense  returned  the  sons  of  Lochliri Against 
tae  king.     But  beniling,  weeping,  sad,  and  slow,  and 
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dragging  his  long  spear  behind,  Cuthullin  sunk  in 
Cromla's  wood,  and  mourned  his  fallen  friends.  He 
feared  the  tlice  of  Fhigal,  who  was  wont  to  greet 
him  from  the  fields  of  renown! 

"  How  many  lie  there  of  my  heroes  !  the  chiefs  of 
Erin's  race!  they  that  were  cheerful  in  the  hall,  when 
the  sound  of  the.  shells  arose  !  No  more  shall  I  find 
their  steps  in  the  heath.  No  more  shall  I  hear  their 
voice  in  the  chace.  Pale,  silent,  low  on  bloody  beds, 
are  they  who  were  my  friends!  O  spirits  of  the  lately 
dead,  meet  Cuthullin  on  his  heath  !  Speak  to  him  on 
the  wind,  when  the  rustling  tree  of  Tura's  cave  re- 
sounds. There,  far  remote,  I  shall  lie  unknown. 
No  bard  shall  hear  of  me.  No  grey  stone  shall 
rise  to  my  renown.  Mourn  me  with  the  dead,  O 
Bragela!  departed  is  my  fame."  Such  were  the 
words  of  Cuthullin,  when  he  sunk  in  the  woods  of 
Cromla  ! 

Fingal,  tall  in  his  ship,  stretdied  his  bright  lance 
before  him.  Terrible  was  the  gleam  of  the  steel :  it 
Avas  like  tlic  green  meteor  of  death,  selling  in  the 
heath  of  Malmor,  when  the  traveller  is  alone,  and  the 
broad  moon  is  darkened  in  heaven. 

"  The  battle  is  past,"  said  the  king.     "  I  behohl 
the  blood  of  my  friends.     Sad  is  the  heath  of  Lena 
luournful  tlie  oaks  of  Cromla!    The   hunters  have 
tallen  in  their  strength  :  the  son  of  Semo  is  no  nioi'e. 
Ryno  and  Fillan,  my  sons,  sound  the  horn  of  Finjjid. 
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Ascend  that  hill  on  the  shore;  call  the  children  of  the 
foe.  Call  them  from  the  grave  of  Lamdarg,  the 
chief  of  other  times.  Be  your  voice  like  that  of  your 
father,  when  he  enters  the  battles  of  his  strength.  I 
wait  for  the  mighty  stranger.  I  wait  on  Lena's  shore 
for  Swaran.  Let  him  come  with  all  his  race ;  strong 
in  battle  are  the  friends  of  the  dead !" 

Fair  Ryno  as  lightning  gleamed  along  :  Dark  Fillan 
rushed  like  the  shade  of  autumn.  On  Lena's  heath 
their  voice  is  heard.  The  sous  of  ocean  heard  the 
horn  of  Fingal.  As  the  roarmg  eddy  of  ocean  re- 
turning from  the  kingdom  of  snows ;  so  strong,  so 
dark,  so  sudden  came  down  the  sons  of  LoclUin. 
The  king  in  their  front  appears,  in  the  dismal  pride 
of  his  arms!  Wrath  burns  on  his  dark-brown  face: 
his  eyes  roll  in  the  fire  of  his  valour.  Fingal  beheld 
the  son  of  Stanio:  he  remembered  Agandecca.  For 
Swaran  with  the  tears  of  youth  had  mourned  his 
white-bosomed  sister.  He  sent  Ullin  of  songs  to  bid 
him  to  the  feast  of  shells:  For  pleasant  on  Fmgal's 
soul  returned  the  memory  of  the  first  of  his.  loves  ! 

Uilin  came  with  aged  steps,  and  spoke  to  Stamo's 
son.  "  O  thou  tliat  dwellest  afar,  surrounded,  like 
a  rock,  with  thy  waves !  come  to  the  feast  of  the  king, 
and  pass  the  day  m  rest.  To-morrow  let  us  fight, 
O  Swaran,  and  break  the  echobg  s^hields."  "  To- 
day," said  Stanio's  wrathful  son,  "  we  break  the 
echouig  shields:  to-morrow  my  feast  shall  be  spread; 
but    Fingal    shall    lie    on   earth."      "  To-morro\t 
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let  his  feast  be  spread,"  said  Fingal  with  a  smile. 
"^  To-day,  O  my  sons !  we  shall  break  the  echoing 
shields.  Ossian,  stand  thou  near  my  arm.  Gaul, 
lift  thy  terrible  sword,  Fergus,  bend  thy  crook- 
ed yew.  Throw,  Fillan,  thy  lance  througli  hea- 
ven. Lift  your  shields,  like  the  darkened  moon. 
Be  your  spears  the  meteors  of  death.  Follow  me 
in  the  path  of  my  tame.  Equal  my  deeds  in 
battle." 

As  a  hundred  winds  on  Morven  :  as  the  streams  of 
a  hundred  hills ;  as  clouds  fly  successive  over  heaven ; 
as  the  dark  ocean  assails  the  shore  of  the  desert :  so 
roaring,  so  vast,  so  terrible,  the  armies  mixed  on 
Lena's  echoing  heath.  The  groan  of  the  people 
spread  over  the  hills :  It  was  like  the  thunder  of 
night,  when  the  cloud  bursts  on  Coua;  and  a  thou- 
sand ghosts  shriek  at  once  on  the  hollow  wind.  Fin- 
gal rushed  on  in  his  strength,  terrible  as  the  spirit  of 
Trennior ;  when  in  a  whirlwind,  he  comes  to  Morven, 
to  see  the  children  of  his  pride.  The  oaks  resound 
on  their  mountains,  and  the  rocks  fall  down  before 
him.  Dimly  seen,  as  lightens  the  night,  he  strides 
largely  from  hill  to  hill.  Bloody  was  the  hand  of  my 
father,  when  he  whirled  the  gleam  of  his  sword.  He 
remembers  the  battles  of  his  youth.  The  field  is 
wasted  in  his  course ! 

Ryno  went  on  like  a  pillar  of  tire.  Dark  is  the 
brow  of  Gaul.  Fergus  rushed  forward  with  feet  of 
wind,     Fillan  like  the  mist  of  the  hill.     Ossian,  like 
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a  rock,  came  down.  I  exulted  in  the  strength  of 
the  king.  Many  were  the  deaths  of  my  arm!  dis- 
mal the  gleam  of  my  sword !  My  locks  were  not 
then  so  grey ;  nor  trembled  my  hands  with  age.  My 
eyes  were  not  closed  in  darkness ;  my  feet  tailed  not 
in  the  race ! 

Who  can  relate  the  deaths  of  the  people?  Who 
the  deeds  of  mighty  heroes  ?  when  Fiugal,  burning  in 
his  wrath,  consumed  the  sons  of  Lochlin  ?  Groans 
swelled  on  groans  from  hill  to  liill,  till  night  had  co- 
vered all.  Pale,  staring  like  a  herd  of  deer,  the  sons 
of  Lochlin  convene  on  Lena.  We  sat  and  heard  the 
sprightly  harp,  at  Lubar's  gentle  stream.  Fingal 
himself  was  next  to  the  foe.  He  listened  to  the  tales 
of  his  bards.  His  godlike  race  were  in  the  song,  the 
chiefs  of  other  times.  Attentive,  leaning  on  his 
shield,  the  king  of  Morven  sat.  The  wind  whistled 
through  his  locks ;  his  thoughts  are  of  the  days  of 
other  years.  Near  him  on  his  bending  spear,  my 
young,  my  valiant  Oscar  stood.  He  admired  the  king 
of  iMorven:  his  deeds  were  swelling  in  his  soul! 

"  Son  of  my  son,"  begun  the  king,  "  O  Oscar, 
pride  of  youth!  I  saw  the  shining  of  thy  sword:-  I 
gloried  in  my  race.  Pursue  the  fame  of  our  fathers; 
Be  thou  what  they  have  been,  when  Trenmor  lived, 
the  first  of  men,  and  Trathal  the  father  of  heroes  ! 
They  fought  t!ie  battle  in  their  youth.  They  are  the 
song  of  bards.  O  Oscar!  bend  the  strong  in  arm: 
but  spare  the  feeble  hand.     Be   thou   a   stream   of 
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many  tides  against  the  foes  of  thy  people;  but  like 
tlie  gale  that  moves  the  grass,  to  those  who  ask  thine 
aid.  So  Trenmor  lived;  such  Trathal  was;  and  such 
has  Fingal  been.  My  arm  was  the  support  of  the  in- 
jured ;  the  weak  rested  behind  the  lightning  of  my 
steel. 

"  Oscar!  I  was  young  like  thee,  when  lovely  Fain- 
asollis  came:  that  sun-beam!  that  mild  light  of  love! 
the  daughter  of*  Craca'sking!  I  then  returned  from 
"Cona's  heath,  and  few  were  in  my  train.  A  white- 
sailed  boat  appeared  far  off;  we  saw  it  like  a  mist, 
that  rode  on  ocean's  wind.  It  soon  approached.  We 
saw  the  fair.  Her  white  breast  hea\ed  with  sighs. 
The  wind  was  in  her  loose  dark  hair :  her  rosy  cheek 
had  tears.  "  Daughter  of  beauty,"  calm  I  said, 
*■'  what  sigh  is  in  thy  breast  ?  Can  I,  young  as  I  am, 
defend  thee,  daughter  of  the  sea  1  My  sword  is  not 
unmatched  in  war,  but  dauntless  is  my  heart." 

"  To  thee  I  fly,"  with  sighs  she  said,  "  O  pruice 
of  mighty  men !  To  thee  I  fly,  chief  of  the  generous 
shells,  supporter  of  the  feeble  hand !  The  king  of 
Craca's  echoing  isle  owned  me  the  sunbeam  of  his 
race.  Cromla's  hills  have  heard  the  sighs  of  love 
for  unhappy  FaiuasoUis !  Sora's  chief  beheld  me 
fair ;  he  loved  the  daughter  of  Craca.  His  sword  is 
a  beam  of  light  upon  the  warrior's  side.     But  dark  is 

•  What  the  Craca  here  mentioned  was,  is  not,  at  this  distance  of  time, 
easy  to  determine.  The  most  probable  opinion  is,  that  it  was  one  of  the 
Shetland  isles.  There  is  a  story  concerning  a  daughter  of  the  king  of  Craca 
in  the  sixth  book. 
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his  brow;  and  tempests  are  in  liis  soul.  I  shun  him, 
on  the  roaring  sea  ;  but  Sora's  chief  pursues." 

"  Rest  thou,"  I  said,  "  behind  my  shield  ;  rest  hi 
peace,  thou  beam  of  light !  The  gloomy  chief  of 
Sora  will  fly,  if  Fingal's  arm  is  like  his  soul.  In  some 
{one  cave  I  might  conceal  thee,  daughter  of  the  sea ! 
hilt  Fingal  never  flies.  Where  the  danger  threatens, 
I  rejoice  in  the  storm  of  spears.  I  saw  the  tears  upon 
her  cheek.  I  pitied  Craca's  fair.  Now,  like  a  dread- 
ful wave  afar,  appeared  the  ship  of  stormy  Borbar. 
His  masts  high-bended  over  the  sea  behuid  their 
sheets  of  snow.  White  roll  the  waters  on  either  side. 
The  strength  of  ocean  sounds.  "  Come  thou,"  I 
said,  "  from  the  roar  of  ocean,  thou  rider  of  the 
5torm!  Partake  the  feast  within  my  hall.  It  is  the 
•house  of  strangers." 

The  maid  stood  trembling  by  my  side.  He  drew 
the  bow.  She  fell.  "  Unerring  is  thy  hand,"  I  said, 
"  but  feeble  was  the  foe!"  We  fought,  nor  weak 
the  strife  of  death !  He  sunk  beneath  my  sword. 
We  laid  them  in  two  tombs  of  stone;  the  hapless 
lovers  of  youth!     Such  have  I  been  in  my  youth, 

0  Oscar!  be  thou  like  the  age  of  Fingal.  Never 
search  thou  for  battle;  nor  shun  it  when  it  comes. 

*'  Fillan  and  Oscar  of  the  dark-brown  hair!  ye, 
tliat  are  swift  in  the  race!  fly  over  the  heath  in 
my  presence.     View  the  sons  of  Lochlin.     Far  off 

1  hear  tlie  noise  of  their  feet,  like  distant  sounds 
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in  woods.  Go :  that .  they  may  not,  fly  from  my 
sword,  along  the  waves  of  the  north.  For  many 
cliiefs  of  Erin's  race  lie  here  on  the  dark  bed  of 
death.  The  children  of  war  are  low;  the  sons  of 
echoing  Cromla." 

The  Jieroes  flew  like  two  dark  clouds :  two  dark 
clouds  that  are  the  chariots  of  ghosts;  when  air's 
dark  children  come  forth  to  frighten  hapless  men. 
It  was  then  that  Gaul,*  the  son  of  Morni,  stood  like 
a  rock  in  night.  His  spear  is  glittering  to  the  stars 
his  voice  like  many  st'eams. 

"  Son  of  battle,"  cried  the  chief,  "  O  Fingal,  king 
of  shells!  let  the  bards  of  many  songs  sooth  Erin's 
friends  to  rest.  Fingal,  sheath  thou  thy  sword  of 
death;  and  let  thy  people  tight.  We  wither  away 
without  our  fame;  our  king  is  the  only  breaker  of 
sliields!  When  morning  rises  on  our  hills,  behold, 
at  a  distance,  our  deeds.  Let  Lochlin  feel  tlie 
sword  of  Morni's  son;  that  bards  may  sing  of  me. 
Such  was  the  custom  heretofore  of  Fingal's  noble 
race.  Such  was  thine  o\mi,  thou  king  of  swords,  in 
battles  of  the  spear." 

"  O  son  of  Morni,"  Fingal  replied,  "  I  glory  in 


*  Gaul,  ilie  son  of  Morni,  was  chief  of  a  tribe  that  disputeri  long  tlie 
pre-eminence  with  Fingal  himse)f.  They  were  reduced  at  last  to  obedi- 
mce,  and  Gaul,  from  an  enemy,  turned  Fingal's  best  fiiend  and  greatest 
hero.  His  character  is  something  like  that  of  Ajax  in  tlie  Iliad  ;  a  hero  f 
more  strength  than  conduct  in  battle.  He  was  very  fond  of  military  fame, 
and  here  he  demands  the  next  battle  to  himself.  The  poet,  by  an  artificci 
removes  Fingal,  tltat  his  return  may  be  the  more  magnificent. 
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til)  fame.  Fight ;  but  my  spear  sliall  be  near,  to  aid 
thee  ill  the  midst  of  danger.  Raise,  raise  the  voice, 
ye  sons  of  song!  and  hill  me  into  rest.  Here  will  Fin- 
gal  lie,  amidst  the  wind  of  night.  And  if  thou,  Agan- 
decca,  art  near,  among  the  children  of  thy  land;  if 
thou  sitlest  on  a  blast  of  wind,  among  the  high- 
shrouded  masts  of  Lochlin;  come  to  my  dreams,* 
my  fair  one.     Shew  thy  bright  face  to  my  soul." 

Many  a  voice  and  many  a  harp,  in  tuneful  sounds 
arose.  Of  Fingal's  noble  deeds  they  sung ;  of  Fin- 
gal's  noble  race:  And  sometimes,  on  the  lovely 
sound,  was  heard  the  name  of  Ossian.  I  often 
fought,  and  often  won,  in  battles  of  the  spear.  But 
blind,  and  tearful,  and  forlorn  I  walk  with  little  men ! 
O  Fingal,  with  thy  race  of  war  I  now  behold  thee 
not !  The  wild  roes  feed  on  the  green  tomb  of  the 
mighty  king  of  Morven !  Blest  be  thy  soul,  thou 
king  of  swords,  thou  most  renowned  on  the  hills  of 
Cona ! 

*  The  poet  prepares  us  for  the  dream  of  Fingal  in  the  next  book. 


riNGAL: 

AN 

AWeiEMT '  EPIC  POEM, 

IN  SIX  BOOKS. 

BOOK   IV. 


ARGUMENT, 

The  action  of  the  poem  being  suspended  by  night,  Ossian 
takes  that  opportunity  to  relate  iiis  own  actions  at  the  lake 
of  Lego,  and  his  courtship  of  Everallin,  who  was  the  mo. 
ther  of  Oscar,  and  had  died  some  time  before  the  expedi- 
tion of  Fingal  into  Ireland.  Her  ghost  appears  to  him,  and 
tells  him  that  Oscar,  who  had  been  sent,  the  begmning  of 
the  night,  to  observe  the  enemy,  was  engaged  with  an  ad- 
vanced party,  and  almost  overpowered.  Ossian  relieves  his 
son ;  and  an  alarm  is  given  to  Fingal  of  the  approach  of 
Swaran.  The  king  rises,  calls  his  army  together,  and,  as  he 
had  promised  the  preceding  night,  devolves  the  command 
on  Gaul  the  son  of  Morni,  wliile  he  himself,  after  charging 
his  sons  to  behave  gallantly  and  defend  his  people,  letires 
to  a  hill,  from  whence  he  could  have  a  view  of  the  battle. 
The  battle  joins;  the  poet  relates  Oscar's  great  actions. 
But  when  Oscar,  in  conjunction  with  his  father,  conquered 

.  in  one  wing,  Gaul,  who  was  attacked  by  Swaran  in  person, 
was  on  the  point  of  retreating  in  the  other.  Fingal  sends 
UUin  his  bard  to  encourage  him  with  a  war  song,  but  notw  itli- 
standing  Swaran  prevails ;  and  Gaul  and  his  army  are  obliged 
to  give  way.  Fingal,  descending  from  the  hill,  rallies  them 
again :  Swaran  desists  from  the  pursuit,  possesses  himself  of 
a  rising  ground,  restores  the  ranks,  and  waits  the  approach 
of  Fingal.  The  king,  having  encouraged  his  men,  gives  the 
necessary  orders,  and  renews  the  battle.  CuthuUin,  who, 
with  his  friend  Connal,  and  Carril  his  bard,  had  retired  to 
the  cave  of  Tura,  hearing  the  noise,  came  to  the  brow 
of  the  hill,  which  overlooked  tiie  field  of  battle,  where 
he  saw  Fingal  engaged  with  tlie  enemy.  He,  being  hindered 
by  Connal  from  joining  Fingal,  who  was  himself  upon  the 
point  of  obtaiuing  a  complete  victoiy,  sends  Carril  to  con- 
uiatulate  that  hero  on  his  success. 
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AN 
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IN  SIX  BOOKS. 


BOOK  IV  * 

Who  comes  with  her  songs  from  the  hill,  hke  the 
bow  of  the  showery  Lena?  It  is  the  maid  of  the 
voice  of  love!  The  white-armed  daughter  of  Tos- 
car!  Often  hast  thou  heard  my  song;  often  given 
tlie  tear  of  beaut}'.  Dost  thou  come  to  the  wars  of 
thy  people?  to  hear  the  actions  of  Oscar?  When 
shall  I  cease  to  mourn,  by  the  streams  of  resounding 
Cona?  My  years  have  passed  away  in  battle.  My 
age  is  darkened  with  grief! 

*  Fingal  being  asleep,  and  the  action  suspended  by  night,  the  poet  in- 
troduces the  story  of  hi  courtship  of  Everallm  the  daughter  of  Branno. 
The  episode  is  necessary  to  clear  up  several  passages  tliat  follow  in  the 
poem ;  at  the  same  time  that  it  naturally  brings  on  the  action  of  the  book, 
which  may  be  supposed  to  beijin  about  the  middle  of  the  third  niglit  from 
the  opening  of  the  poem.  This  book,  as  many  of  Ossian's  otlier  compo- 
sitions, is  addressed  to  the  beautiful  Malvina,  the  daughter  of  Toscar.  She 
appears  to  have  been  in  love  wi  h  Oscar,  aiid  to  have  affected  viie  cm- 
pany  of  the  father  after  the  death  of  the  s«h. 


62  F  I  N  G  A  L  : 

"  Daughter  of  the  hand  of  snow!  1  was  not  so 
mounyful  and  blind.  I  was  not  so  dark  and  forlorn, 
when  Everallin  loved  me!  Everallin  with  the  dark- 
brown  hair,  the  whitp  bosomed  daughter  of  Branno! 
A  thousand  heroes  sought  the  maid,  she  refused  her 
love  to  a  thousand.  The  sons  of  the  sm  ord  were  de* 
spised:  for  graceful  in  her  eyes  was  Ossian!  I  went, 
in  suit  of  the  maid,  to  Lego's  sable  surge.  Twelve 
of  my  people  were  there,  the  sons  of  streamy  Mor- 
veu!  We  came  to  Branno,  fiiend  of  strangers! 
Bralino  of  the  sounding  mail !  •'  From  whence," 
he  said,  "  are  the  arms  of  steel  ?  Not  easy  to  win 
is  the  maid,  who  has  denied  the  blue-eyed  souS  of 
Erin !  But  blest  be  thou,  O  son  of  Fingal!  Happy 
is  the  maid  that  waits  thee!  Though  hvclve  daugh- 
ters of  beauty  were  mine,  thine  were  the  choice,  thou 
son  of  fame!" 

He  opened  the  hall  of  the  maid,  the  dark-haired 
Everallin.  Joy  kindled  hi  our  manly  breasts.  We 
blest  the  maid  of  Branno.  "  Above  us  on  the  hill 
appeared  the  people  of  stately  Cormac.  Eight  were 
the  heroes  of  the  chief.  The  heath  flamed  wide 
with  their  arms.  There  CoHa;  there  Durra  of  wounds, 
there  mighty  Toscar,  and  Tago,  there  Frestal  the  vic- 
torious stood;  Dairo  of  the  happy  deeds:  Dala  the 
battle's  bulwark  in  the  narrow  way !  The  s^vortl 
flamed  in  the  hand  of  Cormac.  Graceful  was  the 
look  of  the  hero  !     Eight  were  the  heroes  of  Ossian. 
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UllJn  stormy  son  of  war.  Mullo  of  the  generous 
deeds.  The  noble,  the  gracefid  Scelacha.  Oglan, 
and  Cerdal  the  wrathful.  Duniariccan's  brows  of 
death  !  And  why  should  Ogar  be  the  last;  so  wide 
renowned  on  the  hills  of  Ardven  1" 

"  Ogar  met  Dala  the  strong,  face  to  face,  pn  the 
field  of  heroes.  The  battle  of  the  chiefs  was,  like 
wind,  on  ocean's  foamy  waves.  The  dagger  is  re- 
membered by  Ogar;  the  weapon  which  he  loved. 
Nine  times  he  drowned  it  in  Dala's  side.  The 
stormy  battle  turned.  Three  times  I  broke  on 
Corniac's  shield :  three  times  he  broke  his  sjyear. 
But,  unhappy  youth  of  love  !  I  cut  his  head  away. 
Five  times  I  shook  it  by  the  lock.  The  friends  of 
Cormac  fled.  Whoever  would  have  told  me,  lovely 
maid,  when  then  I  strove  in  battle ;  that  blind,  for- 
saken, and  forlorn  I  now  should  pass  the  night;  firm 
ought  his  mail  to  have  been ;  unmatched  his  arm  in 
war !" 

"  On*  Lena's  gloomy  heath,  the  voice  of  music  died 
away.  The  unconstant  blast  blew  hard.  The  high 
oak  shook  its  leaves  around.  Of  Everaltiu  were  my 
thoughts,  when  in  all  the  light  of  beauty  she  came. 
Her  blue  eyes  rolling  in  tears.    S!ie  stood  on  a  cloud 


*  The  poet  returns  to  his  Subject.  If  one  cojld  fix  the  lime  of  ihe  year 
In  whicluhc  action  of  tlie  poem  happened,  fri>m  the  scene  deseiibed  here, 
1  sliould  be  tempted  to  place  it  in  autumn.  The  tiees  shed  their  leases, 
and  the  winds  are  variable,  both  which  circumstances  agree  with  that  sea- 
lun  of  llie  y«;ar. 
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before  my  sight,  and  spoke  with  feeble  voice! 
"  Rise,  Ossian,  rise,  and  save  ray  son ;  save  Oscar 
prince  of  men.  Near  the  red  oak  of  Luba's  stream, 
he  fights  with  LochHn's  sons."  She  sunk  into  her 
cloud  again.  I  covered  me  with  steel.  My  spear 
supported  my  steps ;  my  rattling  armour  rung.  I 
hummed,  as  I  was  wont  in  danger,  the  songs  of  he- 
roes of  old.  Like  distant  thunder  Lochlin  heard. 
They  fled  ;   my  son  pursued. 

"  I  called  him  like  a  distant  stream.  Oscar,  return 
over  Lena.  No  further  pursue  the  foe,"  I  said, 
"  though  Ossian  is  behind  thee."  He  came ;  and 
pleasant  to  my  ear  was  Oscar's  sounding  steel. 
"  Why  didst  thou  stop  my  hand,"  he  said,  "  till 
death  had  covered  all?  For  dark  and  dreadful  by 
the  stream  they  met  thy  son  and  Fillan!  They 
watched  the  terrors  of  the  night.  Our  swords  have 
conquered  some.  But  as  the  winds  of  night  pour  the 
ocean  over  the  white  sands  of  Mora,  so  dark  ad\  ance 
the  sons  of  Lochlin,  over  Lena's  rustling  heath !  The 
ghosts  of  night  shriek  afar :  I  have  seen  the  meteors 
of  death.  Let  me  awake  the  king  of  Morven,  he  tiiat 
smiles  in  danger!  He  tiiat  is  like  the  son  of  heaven, 
rising  in  a  storm!" 

Fingal  had  started  from  a  dream,  an(i  leaned  on 
Trenmor's  shield  ;  the  dark -brown  shield  of  his  fa- 
thers; which  they  had  lifted  of  old  in  war.  The  hero 
had  seen,  in  his  vest,   the  mournful  form  of  Ajan- 
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xlecca.  She  came  from  the  way  of  the  ocean.  She 
slowly,  lonely,  moved  over  Lena.  Her  face  was  pale 
like  the  mist  of  Cromla.  Dark  were  the  tears  of  her 
cheek.  She  often  raised  her  dun  hand  from  her 
robe  :  her  robe  which  was  of  the  clouds  of  the  de- 
sert: she  raised  her  dim  hand  over  Fingal,  and  turned 
away  her  silent  eyes !  "  Why  weeps  the  daughter  of 
Starno  1"  said  Fingal,  w  ith  a  sigh ;  "  why  is  thy  face 
so  pale,  fair  wanderer  of  the  clouds?"  She  departed 
on  the  wind  of  Lena.  She  left  him  in  the  midst  of 
the  night.  She  mourned  the  sons  of  her  people,  that 
were  to  fall  by  the  hand  of  Fingal. 

The  hero  started  from  rest.  Still  he  beheld  her 
in  his  soul.  The  sound  of  Oscar's  steps  approached. 
The  king  saw  the  grey  shield  on  his  side :  For  the 
faint  beam  of  the  morning  came  over  the  waters  of 
Ullin.  "  What  do  the  foes  in  their  fearl"  said  the 
rising  king  of  ]Mor\en;  "  or  fly  they  through  ocean's 
foam,  or  wait  they  the  battle  of  steel  ?  But  w  hy 
should  Fingal  ask  ?  I  hear  their  voice  on  the  early 
w  ind  !  Fly  over  Lena's  heath :  O  Oscar,  awake  ovir 
friends!" 

The  king  stood  by  the  stone  of  Lubar.  Thrice  he 
reared  his  terrible  voice.  The  deer  started  irom  the 
fountains  of  Cromla.  The  rocks  shook  on  all  their 
hills.  Like  the  noise  of  a  hundred  mountain-streams, 
that  burst,  and  roar,  and  foam !  like  the  clouds,  that 
gather  to  a  tempest  on  the  blue  face  of  the  sky !   so 

VOL.  II,  F 


66  F I  N  G  A  L : 

met  the  sons  of  the  desert,  round  the  terrible  voice  of 
Fingal.  Pleasant  was  the  voice  of  the  king  of  Mor- 
ven  to  the  warriors  of  his  land.  Often  had  he  led 
them  to  battle;  often  returned  with  the  spoils  of 
the  foe! 

"  Come  to  battle,"  said  the  king,  "  ye  children  of 
echoing  Selma !  Come  to  the  death  of  thousands. 
Comhal's  son  will  see  the  tight.  My  sword  shall  wave 
on  the  hill,  the  defence  of  my  people  in  war.  But 
never  may  you  need  it,  warriors :  while  the  son  of 
Morni  fights,  the  chief  of  mighty  men !  He  shall  lead 
my  battle ;  that  his  fame  n.ay  rise  in  song !  O  ye 
ghosts  of  heroes  dead!  ye  riders  of  the  storm  of 
Cromla !  receive  my  falling  people  with  joy,  and  bear 
them  to  your  hills.  And  may  the  blast  of  Lena  carry 
them  over  my  seas,  that  they  may  come  to  my  silent 
dreams,  and  delight  my  soul  in  rest !  Fillan  and 
Oscar,  of  the  dark-brown  hair!  fair  Ryno,  with  the 
pointed  steel!  advance  with  valour  to  the  fight. 
Behold  the  son  of  Morni!  Let  your  swords  be  like 
his  in  strife:  behold  the  deeds  of  his  hands.  Protect 
the  friends  of  your  father.  Remember  the  chiefs  of 
old.  My  children,  I  will  see  you  yet,  though  here  ye 
should  fall  in  Erin.  Soon  shall  our  cold,  pale  ghosts, 
meet  in  a  cloud  on  Cona's  eddying  winds!" 

Now  like  a  dark  and  stormy  cloud,  edged  round 
with  the  red  lightning  of  heaven ;  flying  westward 
from  the  niorninsi's  beam,   the  kin."  of  Selnia  re- 
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moved.  Terrible  is  the  light  of  his  armour;  two 
spears  are  in  his  hand.  His  grey  hair  falls  on  th 
wind.  He  often  looks  back  on  the  war.  Three  bards 
attend  the  son  of  fame,  to  bear  his  words  to  the 
chiefs.  High  on  Cronila's  side  he  sat,  waving  the 
lightning  of  his  sword,  and  as  he  waved  we  moved. 

Joy  rises  ui  Oscar's  face.  His  cheek  is  red.  His 
eye  sheds  tears.  The  sword  is  a  beam  of  fire  in  his 
hand.  He  came,  and  smiling,  spoke  to  Ossian.  "  O 
ruler  of  the  fight  of  steel !  my  father,  hear  thy  son  ! 
Retire  with  Moi-ven's  mighty,  chief.  Give  me  the 
fame  of  Ossian.  If  here  I  fall :  O  chief,  remember 
that  breast  of  snow,  the  lonely  sun-beam  of  my  love, 
the  white-handed  daughter  of  Toscar !  For,  with  red 
cheek  from  the  rock,  bending  over  the  stream,  her 
soft  hair  flies  about  her  bosom,  as  she  pours  the  sigh 
for  Oscar,  Tell  her  I  am  on  my  hills,  a  lightly- 
bounding  son  of  the  wind ;  tell  her,  that  in  a  cloud,  I 
may  meet  the  lovely  maid  of  Toscar."  Raise,  Oscar, 
rather  raise  my  tomb  :  I  will  not  yield  the  war  to 
thee.  The  first  and  bloodiest  in  the  strife,  my  arm 
shall  teach  the  how  to  fight.  But,  remember,  my 
son,  to  place  this  sword,  this  bow,  the  horn  of  my 
deer,  within  that  dark  and  narrow  house,  whose  mark 
is  one  grey  stone !  Oscar,  I  have  no  love  to  leave  to 
the  cai-e  of  my  son.  Evirallin  is  no  more,  the  lovely 
dinighter  of  Braiuio ! 
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Such  were  our  words,  when  Gaul's  loud  voice  canitf 
growing  on  the  wind.  He  waved  on  high  the  sword 
of  his  father.  We  rushed  to  death  and  wounds.  As 
waves,  white  bubbling  over  the  deep,  come  swelling, 
roaring  on  ;  as  rocks  of  ooze  meet  roaring  waves:  so 
foes  attacked  and  fought.  Man  met  with  man,  and 
steel  with  steel.  Shields  sound,  and  warriors  fall. 
As  a  hundred  hammers  on  the  red  son  of  the  fur- 
nace, so  rose,  so  rung  their  swords! 

Gaul  rushed  on,  like  a  whirlwind  in  Ardven.  The 
destruction  of  heroes  is  on  his  sword.  Swaran  was 
like  the  fire  of  the  desert  in  the  echoing  heath  of 
Gormal !  How  can  1  give  to  the  song  the  death  of 
many  spears?  INIy  sword  rose  high,  and  flamed  in  the 
strife  of  blood.  Oscar,  terrible  wert  thou,  my  best, 
my  greatest  son !  I  rejoiced  in  my  secret  soul,  when 
his  sword  flamed  over  the  slain.  They  fled  amain 
through  Lena's  heath.  We  pursued  and  slew.  As  stones 
that  bound  from  rock  to  rock ;  as  axes  in  echoing 
woods;  as  thunder  rolls  from  hill  to  hill,  in  dismal 
broken  peals;  so  blow  succeeded  to  blow,  and  death 
to  death,  from  the  hand  of  Oscar  and  mine. 

But  Swaran  closed  round  Morni's  son,  as  the 
strength  of  the  tide  of  Inistore.  The  king  half-rose 
from  his  hill  at  the  sight.  He  half-assumed  the 
spear.  "  Go,  Ullin,  go,  my  aged  bard,"  begun  the 
king  of  Morveu.     •'  lleniiud  the   mighty    Gaul  of 
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war.  Remind  him  of  his  fathers.  Suppoit  the 
yielding  fight  with  song;  for  song  enhvens  war."  Tall 
Ullin  went,  with  step  of  age,  and  spoke  to  the  king 
of  swords.  "  Son  *  of  the  chief  of  generous  steeds  ! 
Jiigh-boundiiig  king  of  spears.  Strong  arm  m  every 
perilous  toil.  Hard  heart  that  never  yields.  Chief 
of  the  pointed  arms  of  deatli.  Cut  down  the  foe; 
let  no  white  sail  bound  round  dark  Inistore.  Be 
thine  arm  like  thunder,  thine  eyes  like  fire,  thy  heart 
of  solid  rock.  Whirl  romid  thy  sword  as  a  meteor 
at  night;  lift  thy  shield  like  the  flame  of  death.  Son 
of  the  chief  of  generous  steeds,  cut  down  the  foe. 
Destroy  !"  The  hero's  heart  beat  high.  But  Swaran 
came  w  ith  battle.  He  cleft  the  shield  of  Gaul  in 
twain.     The  sons  of  Selma  fled. 

Fingal  at  once  arose  in  arms.  Thrice  he  reared  his 
dreadful  voice.  Cromla  answered  around.  The  sons 
of  the  desert  stood  still.  They  bent  their  blushing 
faces  to  earth,  ashamed  at  the  presence  of  the  king. 
He  came,  like  a  cloud  of  rain  iu  the  day  of  the  sun, 
when  slow  it  rolls  on  the  hill,  and  fields  expect  the 
shower.  Silence  attends  its  slow  progress  aloft;  but 
the  tempest  is  soon  to  arise.  Swaran  beheld  the  ter- 
rible king  of  Morven.  He  stopped  in  the  midst  of 
his  course.     Dark  he  leaned  on  his  spear,  rolling  his 

*  The  cuslom  of  encouraging  men  in  battle  with  extempore  rli,vmes, 
has  been  carried  down  ahiiost  to  our  own  times.  Several  of  these  war 
songs  are  extant,  but  the  most  of  them  are  only  a  group  of  epithets,  withuul 
iriilier  beauty  or  harmony,  utterly  desliiule  of  poetical  merit. 
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red  eyes  around.  Silent  and  tall  he  seemed  as  an  oak 
on  the  banks  of  Liibar,  which  had  its  branches  blasted 
of  old  by  the  lightning  of  heaven.  It  bends  over  the 
stream :  the  grey  moss  whistles  in  the  wind  :  so  stood 
the  king.  Then  slowly  he  retired  to  the  rising  heath 
of  Lena.  His  thousands  pour  around  the  hero. 
Darkness  gathers  on  the  hill ! 

Fingal,  like  a  beam  from  heaven,  shone  in  the 
midst  of  his  people.  His  heroes  gather  around  him. 
He  sends  forth  the  voice  of  his  power.  "  Raise  my 
standards  on  high ;  spread  them  on  Lena's  wind,  like 
the  flames  of  an  hundred  hills !  Let  them  sound  on 
the  winds  of  Erin,  and  remind  us  of  the  fight.  Ye 
sons  of  the  roaring  streams,  that  pour  from  a  thou- 
sand hills,  be  near  the  king  of  Morven!  attend  to 
the  words  of  his  power !  Gaul  strongest  arm  of 
death !  O  Oscar,  of  the  future  fights !  Connal,  son 
of  the  blue  shields  of  Sora  !  Derniid  of  the  dark- 
brown  hair  I  Ossian  king  of  many  songs,  be  near 
your  father's  arm !"  We  reared  the  sun-beam  *  of 
battle;  the  standard  of  the  king!  Each  hero  exulted 
with  joy,  as,  waving,  it  flew  on  the  wind.  It  was 
studded  with  gold  above,  as  the  blue  wide  shell  of 
the  nightly  sky.  Each  hero  had  his  standard  too ; 
and  each  his  gloomy  men ! 

"  Behold,"  said  the  king  of  generous  shells,  "  how 

*  Fingal's  standard  was  distinguished  by  the  name  of  sun-beam;  pro- 
bably on  account  of  its  bright  colour,  and  iis  being  studded  with  gold.  To 
begin  a  battle  is  expressed,  in  old  composition,  by /j/hng  nfthe  sun-beam. 
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Lochlin  divides  on  Lena!  They  stand  like  brokai 
clouds  on  a  hill;  or  an  half  consumed  grove  of  oaks; 
when  we  see  the  sky  through  its  branches,  and  the 
meteor  passing  behind !  Let  every  chief  among  the 
friends  of  Fingal  take  a  dark  troop  of  those  that 
frown  so  high :  Nor  let  a  son  of  the  echoing  groves, 
bound  on  the  waves  of  Inistore !'' 

"  Mine,"  said  Gaul,  "  be  the  seven  chiefs,  that 
came  from  Lano's  lake."  "  Let  Inistore's  dark  king,'^ 
said  Oscar,  "  come  to  the  sword  of  Ossian's  son.* 
"  To  mine  the  king  of  Iniscon,"  said  Connal,  "  heart 
of  steel!"  "  Or  Mudan's  chief  or  I,"  said  brown- 
haired  Dermid,  "  shall  sleep  on  clay-cold  earth." 
"  My  choice,  though  now  so  weak  and  dark,  was 
Terman's  battling  king ;  I  promised  with  my  hand  to 
win  the  hero's  dark-brown  shield."  "  Blest  and  vic- 
torious be  my  chiefs,"  said  Fingal  of  the  mildest 
look.  "  Swaran,  king  of  roaring  waves,  thou  art  the 
choice  of  Fingal!" 

Now,  like  an  hundred  different  winds,  that  pour 
through  many  vales ;  divided,  dark  the  sons  of  Selma 
advanced.  Cromla  echoed  around!  "  How  can  I 
relate  the  deaths,  when  we  closed  in  the  strife  of 
arms!  O  daughter  of  Toscar!  bloody  were  our 
hands  !  The  gloomy  ranks  of  Lochlin  fell,  like  the 
banks  of  the  roaring  Cona !  Our  arms  were  victo- 
rious on  Lena:  each  chief  fulfilled  his  promise !  Be- 
side the  murmur  of  Bramjo  thou  didst  often  sit,  O 
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maid !  thy  white  bosom  rose  frequent,  like  the  down 
of  the  swan  when  slow  she  swims  on  the  lake,  and 
sidelong  winds  blow  on  her  rutHed  wing.  Thou  hast 
seen  the  sun  retire,  red  and  slow  behind  his  cloiid : 
night  gathering  round  on  the  mountain,  while  the 
unfrequent  blast  roared  in  the  narrow  vales.  At 
length  the  rain  beats  hard :  thunder  rolls  in  peals. 
Lightning  glances  on  the  rocks!  Sjiirits  ride  on 
beams  of  fire!  The  strength  of  the  mountain-streams 
conies  roaring  down  the  hills.  Such  was  the  noise  of 
battle,  maid  of  the  arms  of  snow!  Why,  daughter 
ofToscar,  why  that  tear?  The  maids  of  Lochlin 
have  cause  to  weep!  The  people  of  their  country 
fell.  Bloody  were  the  blue  swords  of  the  race  of  my 
heroes !  But  I  am  sad,  forlorn,  and  blind  :  no  more 
the  companion  of  heroes.  Give,  lovely  maid,  to  me 
thy  tears.  1  have  seen  the  tombs  of  all  my  friends!'' 
It  was  then,  by  Fingal's  hand,  a  hero  fell,  to  his 
grief!  Grey-haired  he  rolled  in  the  dust.  He  lifted 
his  faint  eyes  to  the  king:  •'  And  is  it  by  me  thou 
hast  fallen,"  said  the  son  of  Comhal,  "  thou  friend 
of  Agandecca!  I  have  seen  thy  tears  for  the  maid 
of  my  love  in  the  halls  of  the  bloody  Starno !  Thou 
hast  been  the  foe  of  the  foes  of  my  love,  and  hast 
thou  fallen  by  my  hand?  Raise,  Ullin,  raise  the 
grave  of  Mathon ;  and  give  his  name  to  Agandecca's 
song.  Dear  to  my  soul  hast  thou  been,  thou  darkly-? 
dwelling  maid  of  x\rdvcn !" 
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CiitlmlHii,  from  the  cave  of  Cionila,  heard  the 
noise  of  the  troubled  war.  He  called  to  Connal  chief 
of  swords;  to  Carril  of  other  times.  The  grey-haired 
heroes  heard  his  voice.  They  took  their  pointed 
«pears.  They  came,  and  saw  the  tide  of  battle,  like 
ocean's  crowded  waves:  when  the  dark  wind  blows 
from  the  deep,  and  rolls  the  billows  through  the 
sandy  vale!  Ciithullin  kindled  at  the  sight.  Dark- 
ness gathered  on  his  brow.  Ilis  hand  is  on  the  sword 
of  his  fathers:  his  red  roUuig  eyes  on  the  foe.  He 
thrice  attempted  to  rush  to  battle.  He  thrice  was 
stopt  by  Connal.  "  Chief  of  the  isle  of  mist,"  he 
said,  "  Fingal  subdues  the  foe.  Seek  not  a  part  of 
the  fame  of  the  king ;  himself  is  like  the  storm  1" 

"  Then,  Carril,  go,"  replied  the  chief,  "  go,  greet 
the  kiug  of  Morven.  When  Lochliu  falls  away  like 
a  stream  after  rain :  when  the  noise  of  the  battle  is 
past.  Then  be  thy  voice  sweet  in  his  ear  to  praise 
the  king  of  Selma!  Give  him  the  sword  of  Caithbat. 
Cuthullin  is  not  worthy  to  lift  the  arms  of  his  fathers! 
Come,  O  ye  ghosts  of  the  lonely  Cromla  !  ye  souls 
of  chiefs  that  are  no  more!  be  near  the  steps  of  Cu- 
thullin; talk  to  him  iu  the  cave  of  his  grief.  Never 
more  shall  I  be  renowned,  among  the  mighty  in  tlie 
land.  I  am  a  beam  that  has  shone;  a  mist  that 
has  tied  away:  when  the  blast  of  the  morning 
came,  and  brightened  the  shaggy  side  of  the  hill: 
CouHal!    talk   of  arms  no  more:    departed   is    my 
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fame.  My  sighs  shall  be  on  Cromla's  wind  ;  till  my 
footsteps  cease  to  be  seen.  And  ,thou,  white-bo- 
somed Bragela,  mourn  over  the  fall  of  my  fame : 
vanquished,  I  will  never  return  to  thee,  thou  sun- 
beam of  my  soul !" 
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CuthuUin  anil  Connal  still  remain  on  the  hill.  Fingal  and 
Swaran  meet ;  tlie  combat  is  described.  Swai-an  is  over- 
come, bound  and  delivered  over  as  a  prisoner  to  the  care 
of  Ossian  and  Gaul  the  son  of  Monii ;  Fingal,  his  younger 
sons,  and  Oscar,  still  pursue  the  enemy.  The  episode  of 
Orla,  a  chief  of  I^ochlin,  who  was  mortally  wounded  in  the 
battle,  is  mtroduced.  Fingal,  touched  witli  the  death  of 
Orla,  orders  the  pursuit  to  be  discontinued ;  and  calling 
liis  sons  together,  he  is  informed  that  Ryno,  the  youngest 
of  them,  was  slain.  He  laments  his  death,  hears  the  story 
of  Lamdarg  and  Gelchossa,  and  returns  towards  the  place 
where  he  had  left  Swaran.  Carril,  who  had  been  sent 
by  Cutlmllin  to  congi-atulate  Fingal  on  his  victory,  comes 
in  the  mean  time  to  Ossian.  The  conversation  of  the  two 
poets  closes  the  action  of  the  fourth  day. 

On  Cromla's  resounding  side,  Connal  spoke  to  the 
clijef  of  the  noble  car.     Why  that  gloom,  son  of 
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Semo  1  Our  friends  are  the  mighty  in  fight.  Re- 
nowned art  lliou,  O  warrior!  many  were  the  deaths 
of  thy  steel.  Often  has  Bragela  nset,  with  blue-roll- 
ing eyes  of  joy:  often  has  she  met  her  hero,  return- 
ing in  the  midst  of  the  valiant ;  when  his  sword  was 
red  with  slaughter;  when  his  foes  were  silent  in  the 
fields  of  the  tomb.  Pleasant  to  her  ears  were  thy 
bards,  when  thy  deeds  arose  in  song. 

But  behold  the  king  of  Morven!  He  moves,  be- 
low, like  a  pillar  of  fire.  His  strength  is  like  the 
stream  of  Lubar,  or  the  wind  of  the  echoing  Crora- 
la;  when  the  branchy  forests  of  night  are  torn 
fiom  all  their  rocks!  Happy  are  thy  people,  O 
Fingal!  thine  arm  shall  finish  their  wars.  Thou  art 
the  first  in  their  dangers:  the  wisest  hi  the  days 
of  their  peace.  Thou  speakest,  and  thy  thousands 
obey:  armies  tremble  at  the  sound  of  thy  steel. 
Happy  are  thy  people,  O  Fingal !  king  of  resound- 
ing Selma!  Who  is  that  so  dark  and  terrible 
coming  in  the  thunder  of  his  course?  who  but 
Starno's  son  to  meet  the  king  of  Morven?  Behold 
the  battle  of  the  chiefs!  it  is  the  storm  of  the 
ocean,  when  two  spirits  meet  far  distant,  and  contend 
for  the  rolling  of  waves.  Tiie  hunter  hears  the  noise 
on  his  hill.  He  sees  the  high  billows  advancing  to 
Ardven's  shore! 

Si;ch  were  the  words  of  Connal,  when  the  heroes 
jnet  in  fight.     There  was  the  clang  of  anus!   there 
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fveiy  blow,  like  the  hundred  hammers  of  the  fur- 
nace! Terrible  is  the  battle  of  the  lings;  dread- 
ful the  look  of  their  eyes.  Their  dark-brown  shields 
are  cleft  in  twain.  Their  steel  flies,  broken,  from 
tlieir  helms.  They  fling  their  weapons  down.  Each 
rushes  to  his  hero's  grasp :  Their  sinewy  arms  bend 
round  each  other:  they  turn  from  side  to  side,  aud 
strain  and  stretch  their  large  spreading  limbs  be- 
low. But  when  the  pride  of  their  strength  arose, 
they  shook  the  hill  with  their  heels.  Rocks  tumble 
from  their  places  on  high ;  the  green-headed  bushes 
are  overturned.  At  length  the  strength  of  Swaran 
fell :  the  kuig  of  the  groves  is  bound.  Thus  have  I 
seen  on  Coua;  but  Cona  I  behold  no  more!  thus 
have  I  seen  two  daik  hills,  removed  from  their  place, 
by  the  strength  of  the  bursting  stream.  They  turn 
from  side  to  side  in  their  fall ;  their  tall  oaks  meet 
one  another  on  high.  Then  they  tumble  together 
with  all  their  rocks  and  trees.  The  streams  are  tn rued 
by  their  side.    The  red  ruin  is  seen  afar. 

"  Sons  of  distant  Morven,"  said  Fingal :  "  guard 
the  king  of  Lochlin!  He  is  strong  as  his  thousand 
waves.  His  hand  is  taught  to  war.  His  race  is  of 
the  times  of  old.  Gaul,  thou  tirst  of  my  heroes; 
Ossian  king  of  songs,  attend.  He  is  the  friend  of 
Agaudecca;  raise  to  joy  his  grief.  But,  Oscar,  Fil- 
lan,  and   Ryuo,  ye   children  of  the  race!    pursue 
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Lochliii  over  Lena;  that   no  vessel  may   hereafter 

bound,  on  the  dark-rolhng  waves  of  Inistore !" 

They  flew  sudden  across  the  heath.  He  slowly 
moved,  like  a  cloud  of  thunder,  when  the  sultry 
plain  of  summer  is  silent  and  dark !  His  sword  is 
before  him  as  a  sun-beam ;  terrible  as  the  streaming 
meteor  of  night.  He  came  toward  a  chief  of  Loch- 
lin.  He  spoke  to  the  son  of  the  wave.  "  Who  is 
that  so  dark  and  sad,  at  the  rock  of  the  roaring 
stream?  He  cannot  bound  over  its  course:  How 
stately  is  the  chief!  His  bossy  shield  is  on  his  side; 
his  spear,  like  the  tree  of  the  desert !  Youth  of  the 
dark-red  hair,  art  thou  of  the  foes  of  Fingal?" 

"  I  am  a  son  of  Lochlin,"  he  cries,  "  strong  is  my 
arm  in  war.  My  spouse  is  weeping  at  home.  Orla 
shall  never  return !"  "  Or  fights  or  yields  the  hero," 
said  Fingal  of  the  noble  deeds?  "  foes  do  not  con- 
quer in  my  presence :  my  friends  are  renowned  in  the 
hall.  Son  of  the  wave,  follow  me,  partake  the  feast 
of  my  shells:  pursue  the  deer  of  my  desert:  be  thou 
the  friend  of  Fingal."  •'  No:"  said  the  hero,  "  I 
assist  the  feeble.  My  strengtli  is  with  the  weak  in 
arras.  My  sword  has  been  always  unmatched,  O 
warrior!  let  the  king  of  IMorven  yield!"  "  I  never 
yielded,  Orla!  Fingal  never  yielded  to  man.  Draw 
thy  sword  and  chuse  thy  foe.  Many  are  my  heroes!" 

"  Does  then  tlie  king  refuse  the  fight?"  said  Orla 
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of  the  dark-brown  shield.  •'  Fmgal  is  a  match  for 
Orla:  and  he  alone  of  all  his  race!"  "  But,  king  of 
Morven,  if  I  shall  fall ;  as  one  time  the  warrior  must 
die;  raise  my  tomb  in  the  midst :  let  it  be  the 
greatest  on  Lena.  Send,  over  the  dark-blue  wave, 
the  sword  of  Orla  to  the  spouse  of  his  love  ;  that  she 
may  shew  it  to  her  son,  with  tears,  to  kindle  his  soul 
to  war."  "  Son  of  the  mournful  tale,"  said  Fuigal, 
"  why  dost  thou  awaken  my  tears]  One  day  the 
warriors  must  die,  and  the  children  see  their  useless 
arms  in  the  hall.  But,  Orla!  thy  tomb  shall  rise. 
Thy  whhe-bosomed  spouse  shall  weep  over  thy 
sword." 

They  fought  on  the  heath  of  Lena.  Feeble  was 
the  arm  of  Orla.  The  sword  of  Fingal  descended, 
and  cleft  his  shield  in  twain.  It  fell  and  glittered  on 
the  ground,  as  the  moon  on  the  ruffled  stream. 
"  King  of  Morven,"  said  the  hero,  "  lift  thy  sword 
and  pierce  my  breast.  Wounded  and  faint  from 
battle,  my  friends  have  left  me  here.  The  mournful 
tale  shall  come  to  my  love,  on  the  banks  of  the 
streamy  Lota;  when  she  is  alone  in  the  wood;  and 
the  rustling  blast  in  the  leaves !" 

"  No ;"  said  the  king  of  Morven,  "  I  will  never 
wound  thee,  Orla.  On  the  banks  of  Lota  let  her 
see  thee,  escaped  from  the  hands  of  war.  Let  thy 
grey-haired  father,  who,  perhaps,  is  blind  with  age. 
Let  him  hear  the  sound  of  thy  voice,  and  brighten 
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within  his  hall.  With  joy  let  the  hero  rise,  and  searctl 
for  his  son  with  his  hands!"  "  But  never  will  he 
find  him,  Fingal,"  said  the  youth  of  the  streamy 
Lota.  "  On  Lena's  heath  I  must  die:  foreign  bards 
shall  talk  of  me.  My  broad  belt  covers  my  wound 
of  death.     I  give  it  to  the  wind!" 

The  dark  blood  poured  from  his  side,  he  fell  pale 
on  the  heath  of  Lena.  Fingal  bent  over  him  as  he 
dies,  and  called  his  younger  chiefs.  "  Oscar  and 
Fillan,  my  sons,  raise  high  the  memory  of  Orla. 
Here  let  the  dark-haired  hero  rest,  far  from  the 
spouse  of  his  love.  Here  let  him  rest  in  his  narrow 
house  far  from  the  sound  of  Lota.  The  feeble  will 
find  his  bow  at  home;  but  will  not  be  able  to  bend 
it.  His  faithful  dogs  howl  on  his  hills ;  his  boars, 
which  he  used  to  pursue,  rejoice.  Fallen  is  the  arm 
of  battle !  the  mighty  among  the  valiant  is  low ! 
Exalt  the  voice  and  blow  the  horn,  ye  sons  of  the 
king  of  Morven  !  Let  us  go  back  to  Swaran,  to  send 
the  night  away  on  song.  Fillan,  Oscar,  and  Ryno, 
fly  over  the  heath  of  Lena.  Where,  Ryno,  art  thou, 
young  son  of  fame  ?  Thou  art  not  wont  to  be  the 
last  to  answer  thy  father's  voice  !" 

"  Ryno,"  said  Ullin,  first  of  bards,  "  is  with  the 
awful  forms  of  his  fathers.  With  Trathal  king  of 
shields ;  with  Trenmor  or  mighty  deeds.  The  youth 
is  low,  the  youth  is  pale,  he  lies  on  Lena's  heath  !" 
"  Fell  the  swiftest  in  the  race,"  said  the  khis,  "  the 
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tirst  to  bend  the  bow  i  Thou  scarce  hast  been  known 
to  nie  1  why  did  young  Ryno  fall  ?  But  sleep  thou 
softly  on  Lena,  Fingal  shall  soon  behold  thee.  Soon 
shall  my  voice  be  heard  no  more,  and  my  footsteps 
cease  to  be  seen.  The  bards  will  tell  of  Fingal's 
name.  The  stones  will  talk  of  me.  But,  Ryno,  thou 
art  low  indeed!  thou  hast  not  received  thy  fame. 
Ulliu,  strike  the  harp  for  Ryno ;  tell  what  the  chief 
would  have  been.  Farewel,  thou  first  in  every  field  ! 
No  more  shall  I  direct  thy  dart !  Thou  that  hast 
been  so  fair  !  I  behold  thee  not.  Farewel."  The 
tear  is  on  the  cheek  of  the  king,  for  terrible  was 
his  son  in  war.  His  son !  that  was  like  a  beam 
of  fire  by  night  on  a  hill;  when  the  forests  sink 
down  in  its  course,  and  the  traveller  trembles  at  the 
sound  !  But  the  winds  drive  it  beyond  the  steep.  It 
sinks  from  sight,  and  darkness  prevails. 

"  Whose  fame  is  in  that  dark-green  tomb?"  begun 
the  king  of  generous  shells ;  "  four  stones  with  their 
heads  of  moss  stand  there !  they  mark  the  narrow 
house  of  death.  Near  it  let  Ryno  rest.  A  neigh- 
bour to  the  brave  let  him  lie.  Some  chief  of  fame  is 
here,  to  fly,  with  my  son,  on  clouds.  O  Ullin!  raise 
the  songs  of  old.  Awake  their  memory  in  their 
tomb.  If  in  the  field  they  never  fled,  my  son  shall 
rest  by  their  side.  He  shall  rest,  far-distant  from 
Monen,  on  Lena's  resounding  plains  !" 

▼OL.  II.  a 
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"  Here,"  said  the  bard  of"  song,  "  here  rest  the  first 
of  heroes.  Silent  is  Lamderg*  in  this  place:  dumb 
is  Ullin,  king  of  swords:  And  who,  soft  smiling  from 
her  cloud,  shews  me  her  face  of  love?  Why,  daugh- 
ter, why  so  pale  art  thou,  first  of  the  maids  of 
Cromla?  Dost  thou  sleep  with  the  foes  in  battle, 
white-bosomed  daughter  of  Tuathal?  Thou  hast 
been  the  love  of  thousands,  but  Lamderg  was  thy 
love.  He  came  to  Tura's  mossy  towers,  and,  striking 
his  dark  buckler,  spoke:  "  Where  is  Gelchossa,  my 
love,  the  daughter  of  the  noble  Tuathal  ?  I  left  her 
in  the  hall  of  Tura,  w  hen  I  fought  with  great  Ulfada. 
'  Return  soon,  O  Lamderg!'  she  said,  'for here  1  sit  in 
grief.'  Her  white  breast  rose  with  sighs.  Her  cheek 
was  wet  with  tears.  But  I  see  her  not  coming  to 
meet  me ;  to  soothe  my  soul  after  war.  Silent  is  the 
hall  of  jny  joy !  I  hear  not  the  voice  of  the  bard. 
Brant  does  not  shake  his  chains  at  the  gale,  glad  at 
the  coming  of  Lamderg.  Where  is  Gelchossa,  my 
love,  the  mild  daughter  of  the  generous  Tuathal  ]" 

"  Lamderg  !"  says  Ferchios,  son  of  Aidon,  "  Gel- 
chossa moves  stately  on  Cromla.  She  and  the  maids 
of  the  bow  pursue  the  flying  deer!"    "  Ferchios!"  rc- 

*  LamlvcUiearg  signifies  Wofxyy  A<j«iy.  Gelchossa,  white  legged.  Tuartial, 
surly.     Vliddda,  long  beard.     Veichios,  the  conqueror  of  men. 

+  Bran  is  a  common  name  of  grey-hounds  to  this  day.  It  is  a  cus'.om 
in  the  norihof  Scotland,  to  give  the  names  of  the  heroes  mentioned  in 
thispocm,  to  their  dogs;  a  proof  that  Ihey  are  familiar  to  the  ear,  an<l 
tlidrfame  generally  known. 
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pliod  the  cliief  of  Cronila,  "  no  noise  meets  the  ear 
of  Lamdcig  !  No  sound  is  in  the  woods  of  Lena. 
No  deer  fly  in  my  sight.  No  panting  dog  pursues. 
I  see  not  Gelchossa,  my  love,  fair  as  the  full  moon 
fcetthig  on  the  hills.  Go,  Ferchios,  go  to  AUad,*  the 
grey-haired  son  of  the  rock.  His  dwelling  is  in  the 
circle  of  stones.  He  may  know  of  the  bright  Gelchossa !" 
"  The  son  of  Aidon  went.  He  spoke  to  the  ear 
of  Age.  AUad!  dweller  of  rocks:  thou  that 
tremblest  alone !  what  saw  thine  eyes  of  age  1"  "  I 
saw,"  answered  AUad  the  old,  "Ullin  the  son  of 
Cairbar.  He  came  m  darkness,  from  Cromla.  He 
hummed  a  surly  song,  like  a  blast  in  a  leatless  wood. 
He  entered  the  hall  of  Tura.  "  Lamderg,"  he  said, 
"  most  dreadful  of  men,  fight  or  yield  to  Ullin."  ' '  Lam- 
derg," replied  Gelchossa,  "the  son  of  battle  is  not  here. 
He  fights  Ulfada,  mighty  chief.  He  is  not  here,  thou 
first  of  men!  But  Lamderg  never  yields.  He  will 
fight  the  son  of  Cairbar  1"  "  Lovely  art  thou,"  said 
terrible  Ullin,  "  daughter  of  the  generous  Tuathal. 
1  carry  thee  to  Cairbar's  halls.  The  valiant  shall  have 
Gelchossa.  Three  days  I  remain  on  Cromla,  to  v.ait 
that  son  of  battle,  Lamderg.  On  the  fourth  Gel- 
chossa is  mine;  if  tlie  mighty  Lamderg  flies." 

•  AUad  is  a  druin  :  he  is  called  the  son  of  the  rock,  from  his  dwelling 
in  a  cave  ;  and  Ihe  circle  of  stones  here  mentioned  is  the  pale  of  the 
druidical  temple.  He  is  here  consulted  as  one  who  had  a  supernatura 
knowledge  of  things;  from  the  druids,  no  doubt,  came  the  ridiculous 
r.otionof  the  second  sight,  which  prevailed  in  the  highlands  and  isles. 
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"  Allad  !"  said  the  chief  of  Cronila,  "  peace  to  thy 
dreams  in  the  cave.  Ferchios,  sound  the  liorn  of 
Lamderg,  that  Ulhn  may  hear  in  his  halls."  Lam- 
derg,  like  a  roaring  storm,  ascended  the  hill  from 
Tura.  He  hummed  a  surly  song  as  he  went,  like  the 
noise  ofa  falling  stream.  He  darkly  stood  upon  the 
hill,  like  a  cloud  varying  its  form  to  the  wind.  He 
rolled  a  stone,  the  sign  of  war.  UUin  heard  in  Cair- 
bar's  hall.  The  hero  heard,  with  joy^  his  foe.  He 
took  his  father's  spear.  A  smile  brightens  his  dark- 
brown  cheek,  as  he  places  his  sword  by  his  side.  The 
dagger  glittered  in  his  hand.   He  whistled  as  he  went. 

Gelchossa  saw  the  silent  chief,  as  a  wreath  of  mist 
ascending  the  hill.  She  struck  her  white  luid  heaving 
breast;  and  silent,  tearful,  feared  for  Lamderg. 
"  Cairbar,  hoary  chief  of  shells,"  said  the  maid  of  the 
tender  hand,  "  I  must  bend  the  bow  on  Cromla.  I 
see  the  dark-brown  hinds  !"  She  hasted  up  the  hill. 
In  vain  !  the  gloomy  heroes  fought.  Why  should  T 
tell  to  Selma's  king,  how  wrathful  heroes  fight  ? 
Fierce  Ullin  fell.  Young  Lamderg  came,  all  pale,  to 
the  daugliter  of  generous  Tuathal !  "  What  blood, 
my  love  Y'  she  trembling  said  :  "  what  blood  runs 
down  my  warrior's  side?"  "  It  is  UUin's  blood,"  the 
chief  replied,  "  thou  fairer  than  the  snow!  Gel- 
chossa, let  me  rest  here  a  little  while."  The  mighty 
Lamderg  died!  "And  sleepest  thou  so  soon  on  earth, 
O  chief  of  shady  Tura?"     Three  days  she  mounied 
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beside  her  love.  The  hunters  found  her  cold.  They 
raised  this  tomb  above  the  three.  Thy  son,  O  king 
of  Morven,  may  rest  here  with  heroes !" 

"  And  here  my  son  shall  rest,"  said  Fingal.  "  The 
voice  of  their  fame  is  in  mine  ears.  Fillan  and  Fer- 
gus !  bring  hither  Orla ;  the  pale  youth  of  the  stream 
of  Lota !  Not  unequalled  shall  Ryno  lie  in  earth, 
when  Orla  is  by  his  side.  Weep,  ye  daughters  of 
Morven  !  ye  maids  of  the  streamy  Lota  w  eep  !  Like 
a  tree  they  grew  on  the  hills.  They  liave  fallen  like 
the  oak  of  the  desert;  when  it  lies  across  a  stream, 
and  withers  in  the  wind.  Oscar  !  chief  of  every 
youth!  thou  seest  how  they  have  fallen.  Be  thou 
like  them,  on  earth  renowned.  Like  them  the  song 
of  bards.  Terrible  were  their  forms  in  battle ;  but 
calm  was  Ryno  in  the  days  of  peace.  He  was  like 
the  bow  of  the  shower  seen  far  distant  on  the  stream; 
w  hen  the  sun  is  setting  on  Mora ;  when  silence  dwells 
on  the  hill  of  deer.  Rest,  youngest  of  my  sons ! 
rest,  O  Ryno  !  on  Lena.  We  too  shall  be  no  more. 
Warriors  one  day  must  fall !" 

Such  was  thy  grief,  thou  king  of  swords,  when 
Ryno  lay  on  earth.  What  must  the  grief  of  Ossian 
be,  for  thou  thyself  art  gone !  I  hear  not  thy  distant 
voice  on  Cona.  My  eyes  perceive  thee  not.  Often 
forlorn  and  dark  I  sit  at  thy  tomb ;  and  feel  it  with 
my  hands.     When  I  think  I  hear  thy  voice,  it  is  but 
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the   passing    blast.     Fingal    lias    long    since   fallen 
asleep,  the  ruler  of  the  war ! 

Then  Gaul  and  Ossian  sat  with  Swaran,  on  the 
soft  green  banks  of  Lubar.  I  touched  the  harp  to 
please  the  king.  But  gloomy  was  his  brow.  He 
rolled  his  red  eyes  towards  Lena.  The  hero  mourned 
his  host.  I  raised  mine  eyes  to  Cromla's  brow.  I 
saw  the  son  of  generous  Semo.  Sad  and  slow  he  re- 
tired, from  his  hill,  towards  the  lonely  cave  of  Tura . 
He  saw  fingal  victorious,  and  mixed  his  joy  with 
grief.  The  sun  is  bright  on  his  armour.  Connal 
slowly  strode  behind.  They  sunk  behind  the  hill, 
like  two  pillars  of  the  tire  of  night:  when  winds 
pursue  them  over  the  mountain,  and  the  flaming 
Jieath  resounds  !  Beside  a  stream  of  roaring  foam  his 
«ave  is  in  a  rock.  One  tree  bends  above  it.  The 
rushing  winds  echo  against  its  sides.  Here  rests  the 
chief  of  Erin,  the  son  of  generous  Semo.  Jlis 
thoughts  are  on  the  battles  he  lost.  The  tear  is  on 
his  cheek.  He  mourned  the  departure  of  his  fame, 
that  fled  like  the  mist  of  Cona.  O  Bragela!  thou 
art  too  far  remote,  to  cluer  the  soul  of  the  hero. 
But  let  him  see  thy  bright  form  in  his  mind :  that 
his  thoughts  may  return  to  the  lonely  sun-beam  of 
his  love ! 

Who  comes  with  the  locks  of  age?  It  is  the  son  of 
songs.     "  Hail,  Carril  of  otlier  times  I    Thy  voice  is, 
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like  the  harp  in  the  halls  of  Tura.  Thy  words  are 
pleasant  as  the  shower,  which  falls  on  the  sunny 
field.  Carril  of  the  times  of  old,  why  comest  thou 
from  the  son  of  the  generous  Semo]" 

"  Ossian,  king  of  swords,"  replied  the  bard,  "  thou 
best  can  raise  the  song.  Long  hast  thou  been  known 
to  Carril,  thou  ruler  of  war !  Often  have  I  touched 
the  harp  to  lovely  Everallin.  Thou  too  hast  often 
joined  my  voice,  ui  Branno's  hall  of  generous  shells. 
And  often,  amidst  our  voices,  was  heard  the  mildest 
Everallin.  One  day  she  sung  of  Cormac's  fall,  the 
youth,  who  died  for  her  love.  I  saw  the  tears  on  her 
cheek,  and  on  thine,  thou  chief  of  men!  Her  soul 
was  touched  for  the  unhappy,  though  she  loved  him 
not.  How  fair  among  a  thousand  maids,  was  the 
daughter  of  generous  Branno  !" 

"  Bring  not,  Carril,"  I  replied,  "  bring  not  her 
memory  to  my  mind.  My  soul  must  melt  at  the  re- 
membrance. My  eyes  must  have  their  tears.  Pale 
in  the  earth  is  she,  the  softly-blushing  fair  of  my 
love !  but  sit  thou  on  the  heath,  O  bard !  and  let  us 
hear  thy  voice.  It  is  pleasant  as  the  gale  of  spring, 
that  sighs  on  the  hunter's  ear;  when  he  awakens 
from  dreams  of  joy,  and  has  heard  the  music  of  the 
spirits  of  the  hill!" 
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ARGUMENT. 

Night  comes  on.  Fingal  gives  a  feast  to  his  army,  at  which 
Svvaran  is  present.  The  king  commands  UlUn,  his  bard,  to 
give  the  song  of  peace ;  a  castom  always  observed  at  the 
end  of  a  war.  Ullin  relates  the  actions  of  Trenmor,  great 
grandfather  to  Fingal,  in  Scandinavia,  and  his  marriage  with 
Inibaca,  the  daughter  of  a  kmg  of  Lochlin,  who  was  ances- 
tor to  Swaran ;  which  consideration,  together  with  his 
being  brother  to  Agandecca,  with  whom  Fingal  was  in  love 
in  his  youth, induced  the  king  to  release  him,  andpermithim 
to  return,  witli  the  remains  of  his  army,  into  Lochlin,  upon 
his  promise  of  never  returning  to  Ireland,  in  a  hostile  man- 
ner. Tlie  night  is  spent  in  settling  Svvaran's  departure,  in 
songs  of  bards,  and  in  a  conversation  in  which  tlie  stoiy  of 
Grumal  is  introduced  by  Fingal.  Morning  comes.  Swa- 
ran  departs  ;  Fingal  goes  on  a  huntmg  party,  and  finding 
CutliuUin  in  the  cave  of  Tura,  comforts  him,  and  sets  sail, 
tlie  next  day,  for  Scotland  ;  which  concludes  the  poem. 

The  clouds  of  night  came  rolling  down.     Dark- 
ness  rests  on  the  steeps  of  Cromla.     The  stars  of  the 


go  F 1  N  G  A  1- : 

north  arise  over  the  rolling  of  Erin's  waves:  they 
shew  their  iieads  of  fire,  through  the  flying  mist  of 
heaven.  A  distant  wind  roars  in  the  wood.  Silent 
and  dark  is  the  plain  of  death!  Still  on  the  dusky 
Lena  arose  in  my  ears  the  voice  of  Carril.  He  sung 
of  the  friends  of  our  youth ;  the  days  of  former 
years;  when  we  met  on  the  banks  of  Lego:  when  we 
sent  round  the  joy  of  the  shell.  Cromla  answered  to 
his  voice.  The  ghosts  of  those  he  sung  c«me  in 
their  rustling  winds.  They  were  seen  to  bend  with 
joy,  towards  the  sound  of  their  praise ! 

Be  thy  soul  blest,  O  Carril !  in  the  midst  of  thy 
eddying  winds.  O  that  thou  wouldst  come  to  my 
hall,  when  I  am  alone  by  night !  And  thou  dost 
come,  my  friend.  I  hear  often  thy  light  hand  on  my 
harp;  when  it  hangs  on  the  distant  wall,  and  the 
feeble  sound  touches  my  ear.  Why  dost  thou  not 
speak  to  me  hi  my  grief,  and  tell  when  I  shall  behold 
my  friends?  But  thou  passest  away  in  thy  murmur- 
ing blast;  the  wind  whistles  through  the  grey  hair  oi 
Ossian ! 

Now,  on  the  side  of  Mora,  the  heroes  gathered 
to  the  feast.  A  thousand  aged  oaks  are  burning  to 
the  wind.     The  strength*  of  the  shells  goes  round. 

*  The  ancient  Ccltae  brewed  beer,  and  they  were  nostrangi-rs  lo  mead. 
Several  ancient  poems  mention  wax  lights  and  wine  as  conimon  in  llie 
halls  of  Fingal.  The  Caledonians,  in  their  frequont  incursions  lo  the  pro- 
Tince,  might  become  actjuainted  with  those  convenienciesof  life,  and  in- 
troduce them  into  iheir  own  country,  among  the  booty  which  they  carried 
fv'im  South  Briuiin. 
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The  souls  of  warriors  brighten  with  joy.  But  the 
king  of  LochUn  is  silent.  Sorrow  reddens  in  the  eyes 
of  his  pride.  He  often  turned  toward  Lena.  He 
remembered  that  he  fell.  Tingal  leaned  on  the 
shield  of  his  fathers.  His  grey  locks  slowly  waved  on 
the  wind,  and  glittered  to  the  beam  of  night.  He 
saw  the  grief  of  Swaran,  and  spoke  to  the  first  of 
bards. 

"  Raise,  UUin,  raise  the  song  of  peace,  O  sooth 
my  soul  from  war!  Let  mine  ear  forget,  in  the  sound, 
the  dismal  noise  of  arms.  Let  a  hundred  harps  be 
near  to  gladden  the  king  of  Lochlin.  He  must  de- 
part from  us  with  joy.  None  ever  went  sad  from 
Fingal.  Oscar  !  the  lightning  of  my  sword  is  against 
the  strong  hi  fight.  Peaceful  it  lies  by  ray  side  when 
warriors  yield  in  war." 

"  Trenmor,"*  said  the  mouth  of  songs,  "  lived  in 
the  days  of  other  years.  He  bounded  over  the 
waves  of  the  north :  companion  of  the  storm !  The 
high  rocks  of  the  land  of  Lochlin  ;  its  groves  of 
murmuriiig  sounds  appeared  to  the  hero  through 
mist:  he  bound  his  white-bosomed  sails.  Trenmor 
pursued  the  boar,  that  roared  through  the  woods  of 
Gormal.  Many  had  fled  from  its  presence:  but  it 
rolled  in  death  on  the  spear  of  Trenmor.  Three 
chiefs,  who  beheld    the  deed,  told  of  the  mighty 

*  Trenmor  was  great  grandfather  to  Fingal.  The  story  is  introduced  to 
facilitate  the  dismission  of  Swaran. 
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stranger.  Tliey  told  that  he  stood,  like  a  pillar  of 
fire,  in  the  bright  arms  of  his  valour.  The  king  of 
Lochlin  prepared  the  feast.  He  called  the  blooming 
Trenmor.  Three  days  he  feasted  at  Gormal's  windy 
towers:  and  received  his  choice  in  the  combat.  The 
land  of  Lochlin  had  no  hero,  that  yielded  not  to 
Trenmor.  The  shell  of  joy  went  round  with  songs, 
in  praise  of  the  king  of  Morven.  He  that  came 
over  the  waves,  the  first  of  mighty  men ! 

"  Now  when  tlie  fourth  grey  morn  arose,  the  hero 
launched  his  ship.  He  walked  along  the  silent  shore, 
and  called  for  the  rushing  wind;  for  loud  and  dis- 
tant he  heard  the  blast  murmuring  behind  the  groves. 
Covered  over  with  arms  of  steel,  a  son  of  the  woody 
Gormal  appeared.  Red  was  his  cheek  and  fair  his 
hair.  His  skin  like  the  snow  of  Morven.  Mild 
rolled  his  blue  and  smiling  eye,  when  he  spoke  to  the 
king  of  swords. 

"  Stay,  Trenmor,  stay  thou  first  of  men,  thou  hast 
not  conquered  Lonval's  son.  My  sword  has  often 
met  the  brave.  The  wise  shun  the  strength  of  my 
bow."  "  Thou  fair-haired  youth,"  Trenmor  re- 
plied, "  I  will  not  fight  with  Lonval's  son.  Thine 
arm  is  feeble,  sun-beam  of  youth !  Retire  to  Gormal's 
dark-brown  hinds."  "  But  I  will  retire,"  replied  the 
youth,  "  with  the  sword  of  Trenmor :  and  exult  ia 
the  sound  of  my  fame.  The  virgins  shall  gather 
with  smiles,  around    him    who  conquered   mighty 
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Trcnmor.  They  shall  sigh  with  the  sighs  of  love,  and 
admire  the  length  of  thy  spear  ;  when  I  shall  carry 
it  among  thousands ;  when  I  lift  the  glittering  point 
to  the  sun." 

"  Thou  shalt  never  carry  my  spear,"  said  the 
angry  king  of  Morven.  "  Thy  mother  shall  find 
thee  pale  on  the  shore ;  and,  looking  over  the  dark- 
blue  deep,  see  the  sails  of  him  that  slew  her  son!" 
"  I  will  not  lift  the  spear,"  replied  the  youth,  "  my 
arm  is  not  strong  with  years.  But,  with  the  feathered 
dart,  I  have  learned  to  pierce  a  distant  foe.  Throw 
down  that  heavy  mail  of  steel.  Trenmor  is  covered 
from  death.  I  first,  will  lay  my  mail  on  earth. 
Throw  now  thy  dart,  thou  king  of  Morven!"  He  saw 
the  heaving  of  her  breast.  It  was  the  sister  of  the 
king.  She  had  seen  him  in  the  hall :  and  loved  his 
face  of  youth.  The  spear  dropt  from  the  hand  of 
Trenmor:  he  bent  his  red  cheek  to  the  ground.  She 
was  to  him  a  beam  of  light  that  meets  the  sons  of  the 
cave ;  when  they  rcA'isit  the  fields  of  the  sun,  and 
bend  their  aching  eyes  ! 

"  Chiefof  the  windy  Morven,"  begun  the  maid  of  the 
arms  of  snow,  "  let  me  rest  in  thy  bounding  ship,  far 
from  the  love  of  Corlo.  For  he,  like  the  thunder  of 
the  desert,  is  terrible  to  Inibaca.  He  loves  me  in  the 
gloom  of  pride.  He  shakes  ten  thousand  spears!" 
"  Rest  thou  in  peace,"  said  the  miglity  Trenmor, 
"  rest  behind  the  shield  of  mv  fathers.     I   will  not 
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fly  from  llie  chief,  tliough  he  shakes  ten  thousand 
spears!"  Three  days  he  waited  on  the  shore.  He 
sent  his  horn  abroad.  He  called  Corlo  to  battle, 
from  all  his  echoing  hills.  But  Corlo  came  not  to 
battle.  The  king  of  Lochlin  descends  from  his  hall. 
He  feasted  on  the  roaring  shore.  He  gave  the  maid 
to  Trenmor ! 

"  King  of  Lochlin,"  said  Fingal,  "  thy  blood  flows 
in  the  veins  of  thy  foe.  Our  fathers  met  in  battle, 
because  they  loved  the  strife  of  spears.  But  often 
did  they  feast  in  the  hall:  and  send  round  the  joy  of 
the  shell.  Let  thy  face  brighten  with  gladness,  and 
thine  ear  delight  in  tiie  harp.  Dreadful  as  the  storm 
of  thine  ocean,  thou  hast  poured  thy  valour  forth  ; 
thy  voice  has  been  like  the  voice  of  thousands  when 
they  engage  in  war.  Raise,  to-morrow,  raise  thy 
white  sails  to  the  wind,  thou  brother  of  Agandecca. 
Bright  as  the  beam  of  noon,  slie  comes  on  my  mourn- 
ful soul.  I  have  seen  thy  tears  for  the  fair  one.  I 
spared  tlice  in  the  halls  of  Starno  ;  when  my  sword 
was  red  with  slaughter ;  when  my  eye  m  as  full  of 
tears  for  the  maid.  Or  dost  thou  chuse  the  fight  ? 
The  combat  which  thy  fathers  gave  to  Trenmor  is 
thine!  that  thou  mayest  depart  renowned,  like  the 
sun  setting  in  the  west!" 

"  Khig  of  the  race  of  Morven,"  said  the  chief  of 
resounding  Lochlin!  "  never  will  Swaran  fight  vvilh 
thee,  first  of  a  thousand  heroes!   1  have  seen  thee  ia 


ANEPICPOEM.  9ft 

tl>e  halls  of  Starno :  few  were  thy  years  beyond  my 
own.  When  shall  I,  I  said  to  my  soul,  lift  the  spear 
like  the  noble  Fingal  ?  We  have  fought  heretofore, 
O  warrior,  on  the  side  of  the  shaggy  Malmor;  after 
my  wa^'es  had  carried  me  to  thy  halls,  and  the  feast 
of  a  thousand  shells  w  as  spread.  Let  the  bards  send 
his  name  who  overcame  to  future  years,  for  noble 
was  the  strife  of  Malmor!  But  many  of  the  ships 
of  Lochlin  have  lost  their  youths  on  Lena.  Take 
these,  thou  king  of  Morven,  and  be  the  friend  of 
Swaran !  When  thy  sons  shall  come  to  Gormal,  the 
feast  of  shells  shall  be  spread,  and  the  combat  offered 
on  the  vale." 

"  Nor  ship,"  replied  the  king,  "  shall  Fingal  take, 
nor  land  of  many  hills.  The  desert  is  enough  to  me, 
with  all  its  deer  and  woods.  Rise  on  thy  waves  again, 
thou  noble  iViend  of  Agandecca  !  Spread  thy  white 
sails  to  the  beam  of  the  moniijig;  retuni  to  the  echo- 
ing hills  of  Gormal."  "  Blest  be  thy  soul,  thou  king 
of  shells,"  said  Swaran  of  the  dark-brown  shield. 
"  In  peace  thou  art  the  gale  of  spring ;  in  war  the 
mountain-storm.  Take  now  my  hand  in  friendship, 
king  of  echoing  Selma !  Let  thy  bards  mourn  those 
who  fell.  Let  Erin  give  the  sons  of  Lochlin  to  earth. 
Raise  high  the  mossy  stones  of  their  fame  :  that  the 
children  of  the  north  hereafter  may  behold  the  place 
where  their  athers  fought.  The  hunter  may  sav, 
when  lie  leans  on  a  mossv  tomb,  liore   Finjjal  and 
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Swaran  fought,  the  heroes  of  other  years.  Thus  here- 
after shall  he  say,  and  our  fame  shall  last  for  ever!" 

"  Swaran,"  said  the  king  of  hills,  "  to-day  our 
fame  is  greatest.  We  shall  pass  away  like  a  dream. 
No  sound  will  remain  in  our  fields  of  war.  Our 
tombs  will  be  lost  in  the  heath.  The  hunter  shall  not 
know  the  place  of  our  rest.  Our  names  may  be  heard 
in  song.  What  avails  it,  when  our  strength  hath 
ceased?  O  Ossian,  Carril,  andUUin!  you  know  of 
heroes  that  are  no  more.  Give  us  the  song  of  other 
years.  Let  the  night  pass  away  on  the  sound,  and 
morning  return  with  joy." 

We  gave  the  song  to  the  kings.  An  hundred  harps 
mixed  their  sound  with  our  voice.  The  face  of  Swa- 
ran brightened,  like  the  full  moon  of  heaven;  when 
the  clouds  vanish  away,  and  leave  her  calm  and 
broad,  in  the  midst  of  the  sky  ! 

"  Where,  Carril,"  said  the  great  Fingal,  "  Carril 
of  other  times !  Where  is  the  son  of  Semo,  the 
king  of  the  isle  of  mist?  has  he  retired,  like  the 
meteor  of  death,  to  the  dreary  cave  of  Tura?" 
"  CuthuUin,"  said  Carril  of  other  times,  "  lies  in 
the  dreary  cave  of  Tura,  His  hand  is  on  the  sword 
of  his  strength.  His  thoughts  on  the  battles  he  lost. 
Mournfiil  is  the  king  of  spears;  till  now  unconquered 
in  war.  He  sends  his  sword  to  rest  on  the  side  of 
Fingal :  For,  like  the  storm  of  the  desert,  thou  hast 
scattered  all  his  foes.     Take,  O  Fingal!  the  sword 
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■»f  the  hero.  His  fame  is  departed  like  mist,  when 
it  flies,  before  the  rustling  wind,  along  the  brighten- 
ing vale." 

"  No :"  replied  the  king,  "  Fingal  shall  never 
take  his  sword.  His  arm  is  mighty  in  war:  his 
fame  shall  never  fail.  Many  have  been  overcome 
in  battle ;  whose  renown  arose  from  their  fall. ,  O 
Swaran!  king  of  resonnding  woods,  give  all  thy 
grief  away.  The  vanquished,  if  brave,  are  renowned. 
They  are  like  the  snn  in  a  cloud,  when  he  hides  his 
face  ill  the  south,  but  looks  again  on  the  hills  of  grass! 

•'  Grumal  was  a  chief  of  Cona.  He  sought  the 
battle  on  every  coast.  His  soul  rejoiced  in  blood. 
His  ear  in  the  din  of  arms.  He  poured  his  war- 
riors on  Craca;  Craca's  king  met  him  from  his 
grove :  for  then,  within  the  circle  of  Brumo,*  he 
spoke  to  the  stone  of  power.  Fierce  was  the  bat- 
tle of  the  heroes,  for  the  maid  of  tlie  breast  of 
snow.  The  fame  of  the  daughter  of  Craca  had 
reached  Grumal  at  the  streams  of  Cona  :  he  vowed 
to  have  ihe  white-bosomed  maid,  or  die  on  echo- 
ing Craca.  Three  days  they  strove  together,  and 
Gnimal  on  the  fourth  was  bound.  Far  from  his 
friends  they  placed  him,  in  the  horrid  circle  of 
Brumo;  where  often,  they  said,  the  ghosts  of  the 
dead  howled  round  the  stotie  of  their  fear.  But 
he  afterwards    shone,   like  a  pillar  of  the  light  of 

•  This  passage  aliuilcs  to  (lio  r^'lision  of  tlis  kinj  of  CracJ. 
VOL.    II.  H 
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heaven.     They  fell  by  his  mighty  hand.      GrumaF 

had  all  his  fame! " 

"  Raise,  ye  bards  of  other  times,"  continued  the 
great  Fingal,  "  raise  high  the  praise'  of  heroes: 
that  my  soul  may  settle  on  their  fame;  that  the 
mind  of  Swaran  may  cease  to  be  sad."  They  lay 
in  the  heath  of  ]Mora.  The  dark  winds  rustled 
over  the  chiefs.  A  hundred  voices,  at  once,  arose : 
a  hundred  har]is  were  strung.  They  sung  of  other 
limes;  the  mighty  chiefs  of  former  years!  When 
now  shall  I  hear  the  bard  I  When  rejoice  at  the  fame 
of  my  fathers  ?  The  harp  is  not  strung  on  Morven. 
The  voice  of  music  ascends  not  on  Cona.  Dead, 
with  the  mighty,  is  the  bard.  Fame  is  in  the  desert 
no  more. 

Morning  trembles  with  the  beam  of  the  east;  it 
/■limmers  on  Cromla's  side.  Over  Lena  is  heard 
the  honi  of  Swaran.  The  sons  of  the  ocean  gather 
around.  Silent  and  sad  they  rise  on  the  wave. 
The  blast  of  Erin  is  behind  their  sails.  White,  as 
the  mist  of  Morven,  they  float  along  the  sea. 
"  Call,"  said  Fingal,  "  call  my  dogs,  th#  long- 
bounding  sons  of  the  chace.  Call  white-breasted 
Bran  and  the  surly  strength  of  Luath !  Fillan,  and 
Ryno;  but  he  is  not  here!  My  son  rests  on  the 
bed  of  death.  Fillan  and  Fergus !  blow  the  horn, 
that  the  joy  of  the  chace  may  arise:  that  the  deer  of 
Cromlu  nvav  heiu"  and  start  at  the  lake  of  roes." 
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Tlie  shrill  sound  spreads  along  the  wood.  The 
sons  of  heathy  Croinla  arise,  A  thousand  dogs  fly 
oflF  at  once,  grey-bounding  through  the  heath.  A 
deer  fell  by  every  dog ;  three  by  the  white-breasted 
Bran.  He  brought  them,  in  their  flight,  to  Fingal, 
that  the  joy  of  the  king  might  be  great !  One  deer 
fell  at  the  tomb  of  Ryuo.  The  grief  of  Fingal  re- 
turned. He  saw  how  peaceful  lay  the  stone  of 
him,  who  was  the  first  at  the  chace!  "  No  more 
shalt  thou  rise,  O  my  son !  to  partake  of  the  feast 
of  Cromla.  Soon  will  thy  tomb  be  hid,  and  the 
grass  grow  rank  on  thy  grave.  The  sons  of  the  feeble 
shall  pass  along.  They  shall  not  know  where  the 
mighty  lie. 

"  Ossian  and  Fillan,  sons  of  my  strength!  Gaul, 
chief  of  the  blue  steel  of  war !  let  us  ascend  the  hill 
to  the  cave  of  Tura.  Let  us  find  the  chief  of  the 
battles  of  Erin.  Are  these  the  walls  of  Tura?  grey 
and  lonely  tliey  rise  on  the  heath.  The  chief  of 
shells  is  sad,  and  the  halls  are  silent  and  lonely. 
Come,  let  us  find  Cuthullin,  and  give  him  all  our 
joy.  But  is  that  Cuthullin,  O  Fillan,  or  a  pillar 
of  smoke  on  the  heath  ?  The  wind  of  Cromla  is 
on  my  eyes.     I  distinguish  not  my  friend." 

"  Fingal!"  replied  the  youth,  "  it  is  the  son  of 
Semo!  Gloomy  and  sad  is  the  hero  !  His  hand  is 
on  his  sword.  Hail  to  the  son  of  battle,  breaker  of 
the  shields!"     '*  Hail  to    thee,"  replied    CuthuUui, 
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"  hail  to  all  the  sons  of  Morven  !  Delightful  is  fliy 
presence,  O  Fingal ;  it  is  the  sun  on  Cronila ;  when 
the  hunter  mourns  his  absence  for  a  season,  and  sees 
him  between  the  clouds.  Thy  sons  are  like  stars  that 
attend  thy  course.  They  give  light  in  the  night.  It 
is  not  thus  thou  hast  seen  me,  O  Fingal !  returning 
from  the  wars  of  thy  land:  when  the  kings  of  the 
world  *  had  fled,  and  joy  returned  to  the  hill  of 
hinds !''  "  Many  are  thy  words,  Cuthullin,"  said 
Connanf  of  small  renown.  "  Thy  words  are  many, 
son  of  Senio,  but  where  are  thy  deeds  in  arms?  Why 
did  we  corne,  over  ocean,  to  aid  thy  feeble  sword  ? 
Thou  flyest  to  thy  cave  of  grief,  and  Connan  fights 
thy  battles.  Resign  to  nie  these  anr.s  of  light.  Yield 
them,  thou  chief  of  Erin."  "  No  hero,"  replied  the 
chief,  "  ever  sought  the  arms  of  Cuthullin!  and  had 
a  thousand  heroes  sought  them,  it  were  in  vain,  tho>u 
gloomy  youth !  I  fled  not  to  the  cave  of  grietj  till 
Erin  failed  at  her  streams." 

"  Youth  of  the  feeble  arm,"  said  Fingal,  "  Connan 
cease  thy  words!  Cuthullin  is  renowned  in  battle; 
terrible  over  the  worlcL  Often  have  I  heard  thy 
fame,  thou  stormy  chief  of  Inis-fail.  Spread  now  thy 
vhite  sails  for  the  isle  of  mist.     See  Bragela  leaning 

*  This  is  tlie  only  passage  in  the  poem  wherein  the  wars  of  lingal 
against  the  Romans  are  alluded  to  :  the  Roman  emperor  is  distinguished 
in  old  comi  osition  by  thetrtlt  of  ting  of  the  -u'oi  Id. 

+  Connan  was  of  the  family  of  Morni.  He  is  mentioned  in  several  other 
poems,  and  always  appears  with  the  same  character.  The  poet  passed  him 
sverin  silence  tillno-vr,  aad  his  behaviour  here  deserves  no  better  uiage. 
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©n  her  rock.  Her  tender  eye  is  in  tears ;  the  winds 
lift  her  long  hair  from  her  heaving  breast.  She  listens 
to  the  breeze  of  night,  to  hear  the  voice  of  thy 
rowers;*  to  hear  the  song  of  tlie  sea!  the  sound  of 
thy  distant  harp!" 

"  Long  shall  she  listen  in  vain.  CiithuUin  shall 
never  return!  How  can  1  behold  Bragela,  to  raise 
the  sigh  of  her  breast  ?  Fingal,  I  was  always  vic- 
torious,, in  battles  of  other  spears!"  "  And  here- 
after thou  shalt  be  victorious,"  said  Fingal  of  ge- 
nerous shells.  "  The  fame  of  CuthuUin  shall  grow, 
like  the  branchy  tree  of  Cronila.  Many  battles 
await  thee,  O  chief!  Many  shall  be  the  wounds 
of  thy  hand!  Bring  hither,  Oscar,  the  deer!  Pre- 
pare the  feast  of  shells.  Let  our  souls  rejoice  after 
danger,  and  our  friends  delight  in  our  presence  \" 

We  sat.  We  feasted.  We  sung.  The  soul  of 
CuthuUin  rose.  The  strength  of  his  arm  returned. 
Gladness  brightened  along  his  face.  Ullin  gave  the 
song;  Carril  raised  the  voice.  I  joined  the  bards, 
and  sung  of  battles  of  the  spear.  Battles!  where  I 
often  fought.  Now  I  fight  no  more  !  The  fame  of 
my  former  deeds  is  ceased.  I  sit  forlorn  at  the  tombs 
of  my  friends ! 

Thus  the  night  passed  away  in  song.  We  brought 
back  the  morning  with  joy.     Fingal  arose  on   the 

*  The  practiie  of  singing  when  they  row  is  universal  among  the  inhabi- 
tants of  ihenonhwest  coast  of  Scotland  and  llie  isles.  It  deceives  time,  and 
iniplrils  tlie  rowers. 
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heath,  and  shook  his  glittering  spear.  He  moved  first 

toward  the  plains  of  Lena.    We  followed  in  all  our 

arms. 

"  Spread  the  sail,"  said  the  king,  "  seize  the  winds 
as  they  pour  from  Lena."  We  rose  on  the  wave  with 
songs.  We  rushed,  with  joy,  through  the  foam  of  the 
deep.  ,  ^ 


LATHMON: 

A  POEM. 


ARGUMENT. 

Lathmon,  a  British  prince,  taking  advantage  of  Fiugal's  ab- 
sence on  an  expedition  in  Ireland,  made  a  descent  on  Mor- 
ven,  aud  advanced  within  sight  of  Sehna,  the  royal  resi- 
dence. Fingal  arrived  in  the  mean  time,  and  Lathmon 
retreated  to  a  hill,  where  his  army  was  sui-prized  by  night, 
and  hifliself  taken  prisoner  by  Ossian  and  Gaul  the  son 
of  IMorni.  The  poem  opens,  with  the  first  appearance  of 
Fingal  on  the  coast  of  Morven,  and  ends,  it  may  be  sup- 
posed, about  noon  the  next  day. 

Selma,  thy  halls  are  silent.  There  is  no  sound  in 
the  woods  of  Morven.  The  wave  tumbles  alone  on 
the  coast.  The  silent  beam  of  the  sun  is  on  the  field. 
The  daughters  of  Morven  come  forth,  like  the  bow 
of  the  shower;  they  look  towards  green  Erin  for  the 
white  sails  of  the  king.  He  had  promised  to  return, 
but  the  winds  of  the  north  arose! 

Who  pours  from  the  eastern  hill,  like  a  stream  of 
darkness  ?  It  is  the  host  of  Lathmon.  He  has  heard 
of  the  absence  of  Fingal.  He  trusts  in  the  wind  of 
the  north.  His  soul  brightens  with  joy.  Why  dost 
thou  come,  O  Lathmon?  The  mighty  are  not  in 
Selma.     Why  comest  thou  with  thy  forward  spear? 
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Will  the  daughters  of  Morven  fight?  But  stop,  O 
mighty  stream,  in  thy  course!  Does  not  Lathnion 
behold  these  sails?  Why  dost  thou  vanish,  Lathmon, 
like  the  mist  of  the  lake  ?  But  tlie  squally  storm  is 
behind  thee  ;   Fingal  pursues  thy  steps! 

The  king  of  Morven  had  started  from  sleep,  as  we 
rolled  on  the  dark-blue  wave.  He  stretched  his  hand 
to  his  spear,  his  heroes  rose  around.  We  knew  that 
he  had  seen  his  fathers,  for  they  often  descended  to 
his  dreams,  when  the  sword  of  the  foe  rose  over  the 
land ;  and  the  battle  darkened  before  us.  "  Whither 
hast  thou  fled,  O  wind?"  said  the  king  of  Morven. 
"  Dost  thou  rustle  in  the  chambers  of  the  south, 
pursuest  thou  the  shower  in  other  lands?  Why  dost 
thou  not  come  to  my  sails?  to  the  blue  face  of  my 
seas?  The  foe  is  in  the  land  of  Moi^ven,  and  the  king 
is  absent  far.  But  let  each  bind  on  his  mail,  and  each 
assume  his  shield.  Stretch  every  spear  over  the  wave; 
let  every  sword  be  unsheathed.  Lathmon  *  is  before 
us  with  his  host:  he  that  tledf  from  Fingal  on  the 
plains  of  Lona.  But  he  returns,  like  a  collected 
stream,  and  his  roar  is  between  our  hills." 

Such  were  the  words  of  Fingal.  We  rushed  into 
Carmona's  bay.  Ossian  ascended  the  hill :  He  thrice 
struck  his  bossy  shield.  The  rock  of  Morven  replied; 

*  It  is  said  by  tiaditicn,  that  it  was  the  intelligence  of  Lathmon's  inva- 
sion, that  occasioned  Fmgal's  return  from  Ireland;  though  Ossian,  inor« 
lioetically,  ascribes  the  cause  of  Fingal's  knowledge  to  his  dream. 

+  He  alludes  to  a  battle  wherein  T  ingalhad  defeated  Lathmon. 
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tlie  bounding  roes  came  forth.  The  foe  was  troubled 
in  niY  presence :  he  collected  his  darkened  host,  I 
stood,  like  a  cloud  on  the  hill,  rejoicing  in  the  arms 
of  my  youth. 

Morni  *  sat  beiieatii  a  tree,  at  tlie  roaring  waters 
of  Strumon:t  his  locks  of  age  arc  grey:  he  leans 
forward  on  his  staff;  young  Gaul  is  near  the  hero^ 
hearing  the  battles  of  his  father.  Often  did  he  rise, 
in  the  fire  of  his  soul,  at  the  mighty  deeds  of  Morni. 
The  aged  heard  the  sound  of  Ossian's  shield :  he 
knew  the  sign  of  war.  He  started  at  once  from  his 
place.  His  grey  hair  parted  on  his  back.  He  re- 
membered the  deeds  of  other  years. 

"  My  son,"  he  said  to  fair -haired  Gaul,  "  I  hear 
the  sound  of  war.  The  king  of  Morven  is  returned, 
his  signals  are  spread  on  the  wind.  Go  to  the  halls 
of  Strumon ;  bring  his  arms  to  Morni.  Bring  the 
sihield  of  my  father's  latter  years,  for  my  arm  begins 
to  fail.  Take  thou  thy  armour,  O  Gaul !  and  rush 
to  the  first  of  thy  battles.  Let  thine  arm  reach  to  J  he 
renown  of  thy  fathers.  Be  thy  course  in  the  field, 
like  the  eagle's  wing.  Why  shouldst  thou  fear  death, 
my  son?  the  valiant  fall  with  fame;  their  shields  turn 
the  dark  stream  of  danger  away;  renown  dwells  on 

*  Morni  was  cliief  of  a  numerous  tribe,  in  tlie  d  ivs  of  Fingat,  and  his 
father  Comhal.  Tlie  last-mentioned  hero  was  killed  in  battle  against  Mor- 
Bi's  tribe;  bul  the  valour  and  conduct  of  Fingal  reduced  them,  at  last,  to 
obedience.     We  find  the  two  heroes  perfectly  reconciled'in  this  poem. 

+  Stru'-mone,  stream  of  the  hilj.  Here  the  proper  name  of  a  rivulet 
IB  the  neighbourhood  of  Selma. 
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their  aged  hairs.  Dost  thou  not  see,  O  Gaul !  how 
the  steps  of  my  age  are  honoured?  Morni  moves 
forth,  and  the  young  meet  him,  with  awe,  and  turn 
their  eyes,  with  silent  joy,  on  his  course.  But  I  never 
fled  from  danger,  my  son!  my  sword  hglitened 
througli  the  darkness  of  war.  The  stranger  melted 
before  me;  the  mighty  were  blasted  iu  my  presence." 

Gaul  brought  the  arms  to  Morni:  the  aged  war- 
rior is  covered  with  steel.  He  took  the  spear  in  his 
hand,  which  was  stained  with  the  blood  of  the  va- 
hant.  He  came  towards  Fingal,  his  son  attended  his 
steps.  The  son  of  Comhal  arose  before  him  with 
joy,  when  he  came  in  his  locks  of  age. 

"  Chief  of  roaring  Strumon!"  said  the  rising  soul 
of  Fingal ;  "  do  I  behold  thee  in  arms,  after  thy 
strength  has  failed?  Often  has  Morni  shone  in  tight, 
like  the  beam  of  the  ascending  sun;  when  he  dis- 
perses the  storms  of  the  hill,  and  brings  peace  to  the 
glittering  fields.  But  why  didst  thou  not  rest  in  thine 
age?  Thy  renown  is  in  the  song.  The  people  be- 
hold thee,  and  bless  the  departure  of  mighty  Morni. 
Why  didst  thou  not  rest  in  thine  age  ?  The  foe  will 
vanish  before  Fingal !" 

"  Son  of  Comhal,"  replied  the  chief,  "  the  strength 
of  Morni's  arm  has  failed.  I  attempt  to  draw  the 
iword  of  my  youth,  but  it  remains  in  its  place.  I 
throw  the  spear,  but  it  falls  short  of  the  mark.  I 
feel  the  weight  of  my  shield.     We  decay  like  the 
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grass  of  the  hill :  our  strength  returns  no  more.  I 
have  a  son,  O  Fingal !  his  soul  has  delighted  in  Mor- 
ni's  deeds ;  but  his  sword  has  not  been  lifted  agauist 
a  foe,  neither  has  his  fame  begun.  I  come  with  him 
to  war;  to  direct  his  arm  in  fight.  His  renown  will 
be  a  light  to  my  soul,  in  the  dark  hour  of  my  de- 
parture. O  that  the  name  of  Morni  were  forgot 
among  the  people!  that  the  heroes  would  only  say, 
"  Behold  the  father  of  Gaul !" 

"  King  of  Strumon,"  Fingal  replied,  "  Gaul  shall 
lift  the  sword  in  fight.  But  he  shall  lift  it  before 
Fingal  ;  my  arm  shall  defend  his  youth.  But  rest 
thou  in  the  halls  of  Selma  ;  and  hear  of  our  renown. 
Bid  the  harp  to  be  strung,  and  the  voice  of  the  bard 
to  arise,  tliat  those  who  fall  may  rejoice  in  their  fame; 
and  the  soul  of  Morni  brighten  with  joy.  Ossian ! 
thou  hast  fought  in  battles :  the  blood  of  strangers  is 
on  thy  spear:  thy  course  be  with  Gaul,  in  the  strife; 
but  depart  not  from  the  side  of  Fingal!  lest  the  foe 
should  find  you  alone,  and  your  fame  fail  in  my  pre- 
sence. 

"  I  saw  *  Gaul  in  his  arms ;  my  soul  was  mixed 
with  his.  The  fire  of  the  battle  was  in  his  eyes!  he 
looked  to  the  foe  with  joy.  We  spoke  the  words  of 
friendship  in  secret;    the   lightning  of  our  swords 

*  Ossian  speaks.  The  contrast  between  the  old  and  young  heroes  is 
strongly  marked.  The  circumstance  of  the  latter's  drawing  their  swords  is 
wen  imagined,  and  agrees  with  the  impatience  of  young  soldiers,  just  ea 
tered  upon  action. 
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poured  together ;  for  we  drew  them  behind  the  wood, 

and  tried  the  strength  of  our  arms  on  the  empty  air." 

Night  came  down  on  Morven.  Fingal  sat  at  the 
beam  of  the  oak.  Morni  sat  by  his  side  with  all  his 
grey  waving  locks.  Their  words  were  of  other  times, 
of  the  mighty  deeds  of  their  fathers.  Three  bards, 
at  times,  touched  the  harp:  Ullin  was  near  with  his 
song.  He  sung  of  the  mighty  Comhal ;  but  dark- 
ness* gathered  on  Morni's  brow.  He  rolled  his  red 
eye  on  Ullin :  at  once  ceased  the  song  of  the  bard. 
Fingal  observed  the  aged  hero,  ajid  he  mildly  spoke. 
"  Chief  of  Strumon,  why  that  darkness  ?  Let  the 
days  of  other  years  be  forgot.  Our  fathers  contended 
in  war ;  but  we  meet  together,  at  the  feast.  Our 
swords  are  turned  on  the  Ibe  of  our  land :  he  melts 
before  us  on  the  field.  Let  the  days  of  our  fathers 
be  forgot,  hero  of  mossy  Strumon!" 

"  King  of  Morven,"  replied  the  chief,  "  I  remem- 
ber thy  father  with  joy.  He  was  terrible  in  battle; 
the  rage  of  the  chief  was  deadly.  My  eyes  were  full 
of  tears,  when  the  king  of  heroes  fell.  The  valiant 
fall,  O  Fingal !  the  feeble  remain  on  the  hills  !  How 
many  heroes  have  passed  away,  in  the  days  of  Morni ! 
Yet  I  did  not  shun  the  battle;  neither  did  I  fly  from 

*  Ullin  had  chosen  ill  the  subject  of  his  song  The  darkness  which  ga- 
thered i,n  Morni's  brow,  did  not  proceed  from  any  dislike  lie  had  to  Com- 
hal's  name,  though  tliey  were  foes,  hut  from  his  fear  that  the  song  would 
awaken  Fingal  to  a  remembrance  of  the  feuds  which  had  subsisted  of  old 
between  the  families.  Fiiigal's  speech  on  this  occasion  abounds  with  geae- 
rosity  and  good  sense. 
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the  strife  of  the  valiant.  Now  let  the  friends  of  Fin- 
gal  rest;  for  the  night  is  around;  that  they  may  rise, 
with  strength,  to  battle  against  car-borne  Lathmon. 
I  hear  the  sound  of  his  host,  like  thunder  moving  on 
the  hills.  Ossian!  and  fair-haired  Gaul!  ye  are 
young  and  swift  in  the  race.  Observe  the  foes  of 
Fingal  from  that  woody  hill.  But  approach  them 
not,  your  fathers  are  not  near  to  shield  you.  Let  not 
your  fame  fall  at  once.  The  valour  of  youth  may 
fail !" 

We  heard  the  words  of  the  chief  with  joy.  We 
moved  in  the  clang  of  our  arms.  Our  steps  are  on 
the  woody  hill.  Heaven  burns  with  all  its  stars.  The 
meteors  of  death  fly  over  the  field.  The  distant  noise 
of  the  foe  reached  our  ears.  It  was  then  Gaul  spoke, 
in  his  valour :  his  hand  half-unsheathed  the  sword. 

"  Son  of  Fingal!"  he  said,  '•  why  burns  the  soul 
of  Gaul  1  My  heart  beats  high.  My  steps  are  dis- 
ordered ;  my  hand  trembles  on  my  sword.  When  I 
look  towards  the  foe,  my  soul  lightens  before  me.  I 
see  their  sleepuig  host.  Tremble  thus  the  souls  of 
the  valiant  in  battles  of  the  spear  ?  How  would  the 
soul  of  Morni  rise  if  we  should  rush  on  the  foe!  Our 
renown  would  grow  in  song:  Our  steps  would  be 
stately  in  the  eyes  of  the  brave." 

"  Son  of  Morni,"  I  replied,  "  my  soul  delights  in 
war.  I  delight  to  shine  in  battle  alone,  to  give  my 
name  to  the  bards.     But  what  if  the  foe  should  pre- 
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vail ;  can  I  behold  the  eyes  of  the  king  1  They  are 
terrible  in  his  displeasure,  and  like  the  flames  of 
death.  But  I  will  not  behold  them  in  his  wrath ! 
Ossian  shall  prevail  or  fall.  But  shall  the  fame  of 
the  vanquished  rise  ?  They  pass  like  a  shade  away* 
But  the  fame  of  Ossian  shall  rise  !  His  deeds  shall 
be  like  his  father's.  Let  us  rush  in  our  arms;  son  of 
Morni,  let  us  rush  to  fight.  Gaul!  if  thou  shouldst 
return,  go  to  Selma's  lofty  hall.  Tell  to  Evirallin 
that  I  fell  with  fame ;  carry  this  sword  to  Branno's 
daughter.  Let  her  give  it  to  Oscar,  when  the  years 
of  his  youth  shall  arise." 

'•  Son  of  Fingal,"  Gaul  rephed  with  a  sigh  ;  "  shall 
I  return  after  Ossian  is  low  1  What  would  my  father 
say,  what  Fingal  the  king  of  men?  The  feeble  would 
turn  their  eyes  and  say,  "  Behold  Gaul  who  left  his 
friend  in  his  blood !"  Ye  shall  not  behold  me,  ye 
feeble,  but  in  the  midst  of  my  renown !  Ossian!  1 
have  heard  from  my  father  the  mighty  deeds  of  he- 
roes; their  mighty  deeds  when  alone;  for  the  soul 
increases  in  danger." 

"  Son  of  Morni,"  I  replied,  and  strode  before 
hhii  on  the  heath,  "  our  fathers  shall  praise *our 
Valour,  when  they  mourn  our  fall.  A  beam  of 
gladness  shall  rise  on  their  souls,  when  their  eyes 
are  full  of  tears.  They  will  say,  "  Our  sons  have 
not  fallen  ur.know  n :  they  spread  death  around  them." 
But  whv  should    wo  think    of    the  narrow  house? 
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The  sword  defends  the  brave.     But  death  pursues 
the  flight  of  the  feeble ;  their  renown  is  never  heard." 
We  rushed  forward  through  night;  we  came  to  the 
roar  of  a  stream,  which  bent  its  blue  course  round 
the  foe,  through    trees   that    echoed   to  its  sound. 
We  came  to  the  bank  of  the  stream,  and  saw  the 
sleeping  host.  Their  tires  were  decayed  on  the  plain ; 
the  lonely  steps  of  their  scouts  were  distant  far.     I 
stretched  my  spear  before  me  to  support  my  steps 
over  the  stream.  But  Gaul  took  my  hand,  and  spoke 
the  words  of  the  brave.     "  Shall  the  son  of  Fingal 
rush  on  the  sleeping  foe?    Shall  he  come  like  a  blast 
by  night,  when  it  overturns  the  young  trees  in  secret? 
Fingal  did  not  thus  receive  his  fame,  nor  dwells  re- 
nown on  the  grey  hairs  of  IMorni,  for  actions  like 
these.      Strike,    Ossian,    strike  the  shield,    and  let 
their  thousands  rise!     Let  them  meet  Gaul  in  his 
first  ba'-tle,  that  he  may  try  the  strength  of  his  arm." 
My  soul  rejoiced  over  the  warrior:  my  bursting 
tears  came  down.     "  And  the  foe  shall  meet  thee, 
Gaul  I"   I  said :  "  the   fame   of  Morni's  son  shall 
arise.     But  rush  not  too  far,  my  hero:  let  the  gleam 
of  thy  steel  be  near  to  Ossian.     Let  our  hands  join 
in  slaughter.    Gaul!  dost  thou  not  behold  that  rock? 
Its  grey  side  dimly  gleams  to  the  stars.     Should  the 
foe  prevail,  let  our  back  be  towards  the  rock.    Then 
shall  they  fear  to  approach  our  spears  ;  for  death  is 
in  our  hands!" 
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I  struck  thrice  my  echoing  shield.  The  starting 
foe  arose.  We  rushed  on  in  the  sound  of  our 
arms.  Their  crowded  steps  fly  over  the  heatli. 
They  thought  that  the  mighty  Fingal  was  come. 
The  strength  of  their  arms  withered  away.  The 
sound  of  their  Hight  was  like  that  of  flame,  when 
it  rushes  through  the  blasted  groves.  It  was  then 
the  spear  of  Gaul  flew  in  its  strength ;  it  was  then 
his  sword  arose.  Cremor  fell ;  and  mighty  Leth. 
Dunthormo  struggled  in  his  blood.  The  steel  rushed 
through  Crotho's  side,  as  bent,  he  rose  on  his  sjiear; 
the  black  stream  poured  from  the  wound,  and  hissed 
on  the  half-extinguished  oak.  Cathniin  saw  the  steps 
of  the  hero  behind  him,  he  ascended  a  blasted  tree ; 
but  the  spear  pierced  him  from  behind.  Shrieking, 
panting,  he  fell.  Moss  and  withered  branches  pur- 
sue his  fall,  and  strew  the  blue  arms  of  Gaul. 

Such  were  thy  deeds,  son  of  Morni,  in  the  first  of 
thy  battles.  Nor  slept  the  sword  by  thy  side,  thou 
last  of  Fingal's  race!  Ossian  rushed  forward  in  his 
strength;  the  people  fell  before  iiim  ;  as  the  grass  by 
the  staff  of  the  boy,  when  he  whistles  along  the  field, 
and  the  grey  beard  of  the  thistle  falls.  But  careless 
the  youth  moves  on ;  his  steps  are  towards  the  de- 
sert. Grey  morning  rose  around  us;  the  winding 
streams  are  bright  along  the  heath.  The  foe  gathered 
on  a  hill;  and  the  rage  of  Lathmon  rose.  He  bent 
the  red  eye  of  bis  wrath:   he  is  silent  m  his  rising 
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grief.  He  often  struck  his  bossy  shield;  and  Iiis 
steps  are  unequal  on  the  heath.  I  saw  the  distant 
darkness  of  the  hero,  and  I  spoke  to  Morni's  son. 

"  Car-borne  chief  of  Strunion,  dost  thou  behold  the 
foe  ?  They  gather  on  the  hill  in  their  wrath.  Let 
our  steps  be  towards  the  king.*  He  shall  rise  in  his 
sirength,  and  the  host  of  Lathmon  vanish.  Our  fame 
is  around  us,  warrior,  the  eyes  of  the  aged  f  will  re- 
joice. But  let  us  fly,  son  of  Morni,  Lathmon 
descends  the  hill."  "  Then  let  our  steps  be  slow," 
replied  the  fair-haired  Gaul ;  "  lest  the  foe  say,  with 
•A  smile,  "  Behold  the  warriors  of  night.  They  are, 
like  ghosts,  terrible  in  darkness;  they  melt  away  be- 
fore the  beam  of  the  east.  Ossian,  take  the  shield 
of  Gormar  who  fell  beneath  thy  spear.  The  aged 
heroes  will  rejoice  beholding  the  deeds  of  their 
jons." 

Such  were  our  words  on  the  plain,  when  SulmathJ 
came  to  car-bonie  Lathmon :  Sulmath  chief  of  Du- 
tlia  at  the  dark-rolling  stream  of  Duvranna.  ||  "  Why 
dost  thou  not  rush,  son  of  Nuiith,  with  a  thousand  of 
thy  heroes?  Why  dost  thou  not  descend  with  thy 
liost,  before  the  warriors  fly  ?     Their  blue  arms  are 

*  Fingal.  +  Fingjl  and  Morni. 

;  Suil-mliaili,  a  mnn  of  gooU  eye-sight. 

U  Dubli-bhraniia,  ilaik  rniiimuin-itream.  f^r'wer  in  Scotland,  wlith 
fjlU  inio  the  sea  at  BaniT,  si, 11  retains  the  n.ime  of  Duvrana.  If  that  is 
meant  in  this  passa»c,  Laihmon  must  havebeen  a  piince  of  Ihe  Pictish  na- 
tion, or  tho-e  Caledonians  whu  ii>h  ibiied  of  old  liie  eastern  coast  of  Scot- 
land. 
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beaming  to  the  rising  light,  and  their  steps  are  before 

us  on  the  heath !" 

"  Son  of  the  feeble  hand,"  said  Lathmon,  "  shall 
my  host  descend  !  They  are  but  two,  son  of  Dutha! 
shall  a  thousand  lift  their  steel !  Nuath  would  mourn, 
in  Ids  hall,  for  the  departure  of  his  fame.  His  eyes 
would  turn  from  Lathmon,  w  hen  the  tread  of  his  feet 
approached.  Go  thou  to  the  heroes,  chief  of  Dutha! 
I  behold  the  stately  steps  of  Ossian.  His  fame  is 
worthy  of  my  steel  T  let  us  contend  m  fight." 

The  noble  Sulmath  came.  I  rejoiced  in  the  words, 
of  the  king.  I  raised  the  shield  on  my  arm ;  Gaul 
placed  in  my  hand  the  sword  of  Monii.  We  returned 
to  the  murmuring  stream;  Lathmon  came  down  in 
his  strength.  His  dark  host  rolled,  like  clouds,  behind 
him :  but  the  son  of  Nuath  w  as  bright  in  his  steel ! 

"  Son  of  Fingal,"  said  the  hero,  "  thy  fame  has 
grown  on  our  fall.  How  many  lie  there  of  my  peo- 
ple by  thy  hand,  thou  king  of  men !  Lift  now  thy 
spear  against  Lathmon ;  lay  the  son  of  Nuath  low  I 
Lay  him  low  among  his  warriors,  or  thou  thyself 
must  fall !  It  shall  never  be  told  in  my  halls  that  my 
people  fell  in  my  presence ;  that  they  fell  in  the  pre- 
sence of  Lathmon  when  his  sword  rested  by  his  side: 
the  blue  eyes  of  Cutha  would  roll  in  tears:  her  steps 
be  lonely  in  the  vales  of  Dunlathmon  !" 

"  Neither  shall  it  be  told,"  I  replied,  "  that  the 
sou  of  Fingal  Hed.     Were  his  steps  covered  with 
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iiarkness,  yet  would  not  Ossian  fly!  his  soul  would 
meet  him  and  say,  "  Does  the  bard  of  Selma  fear 
the  foel"  No:  he  does  not  fear  the  foe.  His  joy. 
is  in  the  midst  of  battle!" 

Lathmon  came  on  with  his  spear.  He  pierced  the 
sliield  of  Ossian.  I  felt  tiie  cold  steel  by  my  side.  I 
drew  the  sword  of  Morni.  I  cut  the  spear  in  twain. 
The  bright  point  fell  glittering  on  earth.  The  son  of 
Nuiith  burnt  in  his  wrath.  He  lifted  high  his  sound- 
hig  shield.  His  dark  eyes  rolled  above  it,  as  bending 
forward,  it  shone  like  a  gate  of  brass!  But  Ossian's 
spear  pierced  the  brightness  of  its  bosses,  and  sunk 
in  a  tree  that  rose  behind.  Tlie  shield  hung  on  the 
(juivering  lance !  but  Lathmon  still  advanced !  Gaul 
foresaw  the  fall  of  the  chief.  He  stretched  his  buck- 
ler before  my  sword;  wiien  it  descended,  in  a  streaei 
of  light,  over  the  king  of  Dunlathmon ! 

Lathmon  beheld  the  son  of  Morni.  The  tear 
started  from  his  eye.  He  threw  the  sword  of  his  fa- 
thers on  earth,  and  spoke  the  words  of  the  brave. 
"  Why  should  Lathmon  fight  against  the  first  of 
men?  Your  souls  are  beams  fr<mi  heaven;  your 
swords  the  flames  of  death!  Who  can  equal  tlie 
renown  of  the  heroes,  whose  deeds  are  so  great  ju 
f  outh  ?  O  that  ye  were  in  the  halls  of  NuiitJi,  in 
the  green  dwelling  of  Lathmon!  then  would  my 
father  say,  that  his  son  did  not  yield  to  the  weak: 
But  who  comes,  ii  niightv  stream,  alon^  the  echo- 
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ing  heath?  the  little  hills  are  troubled  before  kin-i; 
a  thousand  ghosts  are  on  the  beams  of  his  steel; 
the  ghosts  of  those  who  arc  to  fall,*  by  the  arm 
of  the  king  of  resounding  Monen.  Happy  art  thou, 
O  Fingal!  thy  sons  shall  fight  thy  wars.  They  go 
forth  before  thee ;  they  return  with  the  steps  of 
their  renown  1" 

Fingal  came,  in  his  mildness,  rejoicing  in  secret 
over  the  deeds  of  his  son.  Moini's  face  brightened 
with  gladness;  his  aged  eyes  look  faintly  through 
tears  of  joy.  We  came  to  the  halls  of  Selma.  We 
sat  around  the  feast  of  shells.  The  maids  of  song 
came  into  our  presence,  and  the  mildly  blushing 
Evirallin !  Her  hair  spreads  on  her  neck  of  snow,  her 
eve  rolls  in  secret  on  Ossian.  She  touched  the  harp 
of  music;  we  blessed  the  daughter  of  Branno! 

Fingal  rose  in  his  place,  and  spoke  to  Lathmon  king 
of  spears.  The  sword  of  Trenmor  shook  by  his  side, 
as  high  he  raised  his  mighty  arm.  "  Son  of  Nuatli," 
he  said,  "why dost  thou  search  for  fame  hi  Morveu? 
We  are  not  of  the  race  of  the  feeble;  our  swords 
gleam  not  over  the  weak.  When  did  we  rouse  thee, 
O  Lathmon!  with  tlie  sound  of  war?  Fingal  does 
not  delight  in  battle,  though  his  arm  is  strong!  My 
renown  grows  on  the  fall  of  the  haughty.  iThe  light 
of  my  steel  pours  on  the  proud  in  arms.     The  battle 

*  U  was  thought,  in  Ossian's  fme,  that  each  person  had  his  attendiuj; 
spirit.  The  iradiiiuns  cuneeniing  this  oi)iniun  ate  daik  aud  unsatistaclory 
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comes  !  and  the  tombs  of  the  \  ahant  rise ;  the  tomq 
of  my  people  rise,  O  my  fathers !  I  at  last  must  re- 
main alone  !  But  I  will  remain  renowned  ;  the  de- 
parture of  my  soul  shall  be  a  stream  of  light.  Lath 
mon !  retire  to  thy  place !  Turn  thy  battles  to  othei 
lands !  The  race  of  Morven  are  renowned ;  their  foes 
are  the  sons  of  the  unhappy !" 


DAR-THULA 

A   POEM. 


ARGUMENT. 

It  may  not  be  improper  here,  to  give  the  story  which  is  the 
foundation  of  this  poem,  as  it  is  handed  down  by  tradition. 
Usnothjlordof  Etha,  which  is  probably  that  part  of  Argyle- 
shire  which  is  near  Loch  Eta,  an  arm  of  the  sea  in  Lorn, 
had  three  sons,  Nathos,  Altlios,  and  Ardan,  by  Slissiinia, 
the  daughter  of  Semo  and  sister  to  the  celebrated  Cu- 
thuHin.  Tiie  three  brothers,  when  very  young,  were  sent 
over  to  Ireland,  by  their  fatlier,  to  learn  the  use  of  arms, 
under  their  uncle,  CuthulUn,  who  made  a  great  ligure  in 
that  kuigdom.  They  were  just  landed  in  Ulster  when  the 
news  of  Cnthullin's  death  airived.  Nathos,  though  very 
yoimg,  took  tiic  command  of  Cuthullin's  army,  made  head 
against  Cairbar  the  usurper,  aud  defeated  him  hi  several 
battles.  Cairbar  at  last  having  found  means  to  nnnder 
Cormac  the  lawful  king,  the  army  of  Nathos  shifted  side f, 
and  he  himself  was  obliged  to  return  into  Ulster,  in  order 
to  pass  over  into  Scotland. 

Dar-thula,  the  daughter  of  Coila,  with  whom  Cairbar 
was  in  love,  resided,  at  that  time,  in  Selania,  a  castle  in 
Ulster:  she  saw,  fell  in  love,  and  fled  with  Nathos;  but 
a  storm  rising  at  sea,  they  were  unfortunately  dri\  en  back 
on  that  part  of  the  coast  of  Ulster,  where  Cairbar  was 
encamped  with  his  army.  The  three  brothers,  after  ha\- 
ing  defended  themselves,  for  some  time,  witli  great  bra- 
very, were  overpowered  and  slain,  and  the  unfortunate 
Dar-thula  killed  herself  upon  tlie  body  of  her  beloved  Na- 
thos. 

The  poem  open?,  on  the  night  preceding  the  death  of 
the  sons  of  Usnoth,  and  brinus  in,  by  way  of  episode, 
what  passed  before.  It  relates  tiic  death  of  Dar-thula 
differently  from  the  common  tradition ;  this  account  is  the 
most  probable,  as  suicide  seems  to  have  been  unknown  in 
those  early  times;  for  no  traces  of  ii  are  found  in  the  ohl 
[)oetr\. 
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Daughter  of  heaven,  fair  art  tliou !  the  silence 
of  thy  face  is  pleasant !  Thou  coniest  forth  in  love- 
liness. The  stars  attend  thy  blue  course  in  (he 
east.  The  clouds  rejoice  in  thy  presence,  O  moon ! 
They  brighten  their  dark-brown  sides.  Who  is  like  thee 
in  heaven,  light  of  the  silent  night?  The  stars  are 
ashamed  in  thy  presence.  They  turn  away  their 
sparkling  eyes.  Whither  dost  thou  retire  from  thy 
course,  when  the  darkness  of  thy  countenance  grows? 
Hast  thou  thy  hall,  like  Ossian?  Dwellest  thou  in 
the  shadow  of  griiff  ?  Have  thy  sisters  fallen  from 
heaven?  Are  they  who  rejoiced  with  thee,  at  night, 
no  more?  Yes!  they  have  fallen,  fair  light!  and 
thou  dost  often  retire  to  mourn.  But  thou  thyself 
shalt  tail,  one  night ;  and  leave  thy  blue  path  in  hea- 
ven. The  stars  will  then  lift  their  heads :  they,  who 
were  ashamed  in  thy  presence,  will  rejoice.  Thou  art 
now  clothed  with  thy  brightness.  Look  from  thy 
gates  in  the  sky.  Burst  the  cloud,  O  wind !  that  the 
daughter  of  night  may  look  forth!   that  the  shaggy 
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mountains  may  brighten,  and  the  ocean  roll  its  white 

waves,  in  light. 

Nathos  *  is  on  the  deep,  and  Althos,  that  beam  of 
youth.  Ardan  is  near  his  brothers.  They  move  in 
tlie  gloom  of  their  course.  The  sons  of  Usnoth 
move  in  darkness,  from  the  wrath  of  Cairbar  t  of 
Erin.  Who  is  that,  dim  by  their  side  ?  The  night 
has  covered  her  beauty !  Her  hair  sighs  on  ocean's 
wind.  Her  robe  streams  ui  dusky  wreaths.  She 
is  like  the  fair  spirit  of  heaven  in  the  midst  of  his 
shadowy  mist.  Who  is  it  but  Dar-thula,|  the  first  of 
Erin's  maids  ?  She  has  fled  from  the  love  of  Cairbar, 
with  blue-shielded  Nathos.  But  the  winds  deceive 
thee,  O  Dar-thula !  They  deny  the  woody  Etha,  to 
thy  sails.  These  are  not  the  mountains  of  Nathos  ; 
nor  is  that  the  roar  of  his  climbing  waves.  The  halls 
of  Cairbar  are  near :  the  towers  of  the  foe  lift  their 
heads!  Erin  stretches  its  green  head  into  the  sea. 
Tura's  bay  receives  the  ship.  Where  have  ye  been, 
}  e  southern  winds !  when  the  sons  of  my  love  were 
deceived?  But  ye  have  been  sporting  on  plains,  pur- 
suing the  thistle's  beard.  O  that  ye  had  been  rust- 
ling in  the  sails  of  Nathos,  till  the  hills  of  Etha  arose ! 

•  Nathos  signifies  _)'OttM/«/,  A'Mws,  fx-piisite  heauly,  Ariian,  pridf. 

+  Cairbar,  who  murdered  Cormac  king  of  Ireland,  and  usurped  the 
ihrone.  lie  was  afterwards  killed  by  Oscar  the  son  of  Ossian  in  a  single 
combat.  Tlie  poet,  upon  other  occasions,  gives  him  the  epithet  of  red- 
kaired. 

t  Dar-thula,  or  Dart-'huile,  a  woman  with  fine  eyes.    She  was  the  mSst  . 
famous  beauty  of  aiuiquity.     To  this  day,  when  a  woman  is  praised  for 
fcei  l^eauty,  the  tommon  plirasc  is,  that  iht  ij as  hve/y  as  Dar-tkul«, 
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till  they  arose  in  their  clouds,  and  saw  their  returning 
chief!  Long  hast  thou  been  absent,  Nathos!  The 
day  of  thy  return  is  past ! 

But  the  land  of  strangers  saw  thee,  lovely!  thou 
wast  lovely  in  the  eyes  of  Dar-thula.  Thy  face  was 
like  the  hght  of  the  moniing.  Thy  hair  hke  the  ra- 
ven's wing.  Thy  soul  was  generous  and  mild,  like 
the  hour  of  the  setting  sun.  Thy  words  were  the 
gale  of  the  reeds;  the  gilding  stream  of  Lora!  But 
when  the  rage  of  battle  rose,  thou  wast  a  sea  in  a 
storm.  The  clang  of  thy  arms  was  terrible :  the  host 
vanished  at  the  sound  of  thy  course.  It  was  then 
Dar-thula  beheld  thee,  from  the  top  of  her  mossy 
tower:  from  the  tower  of  Selama,*  where  her  fathers 
dwelt. 

"  Lovely  art  thou,  O  stranger !"  she  said,  for  her 
trembUng  soul  arose.  "  Fair  art  thou  in  thy  battles, 
friend  of  the  fallen  Cormac !  f  Why  dost  thou  rush 
on,  in  thy  valour,  youth  of  the  ruddy  look  ?  Few  are 
thy  hands,  in  fight,  against  the  dark-browed  Cairbar ! 
O  that  I  might  be  freed  from  his  love  It  that  I  might 
rejoice  in  the  presence  of  Nathos!  Blest  are  the 
rocks  of  Etha!  they  will  behold  his  steps  at  the  cliace ; 

*  The  word  signifies  eiilier  be  lu/ijul  to  hikotd,  or  a  pUce  -with  a  pUasaiit 
or  viile l^roipect.  In  early  limes,  they  built  their  houses  upon  eminences, 
to  command  a  view  of  the  country,  and  to  prevent  their  being  surprized  : 
many  of  them,  on  that  account,  were  called  Selama.  The  famous  Selma  of 
Fingal  is  derived  from  the  same  root. 

+  Cormac  the  young  king  of  Ireland,  who  was  privately  murdered  by 
Gairbar. 

%  That  is, of  ibe  love  tf  Cairbar. 
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they  will  see  his  white  bosom,  when  the  winds  lift  hU 
flowing  hair!"  Such  were  thy  words,  Dar-thula,  in 
Selama's  mossy  towers.  But,  now,  the  night  is  around 
thee.  The  winds  have  deceived  thy  sails.  The  winds 
have  deceived  thy  sails,  Dar-thula  !  Their  blustering 
sound  is  high.  Cease  a  little  while,  O  north  wind ! 
Let  me  hear  the  voice  of  the  lovely.  Thy  voice  is 
lovely,  Dar-thula,  between  the  rustling  blasts ! 

"  Are  these  the  rocks  of  Nathos  1"  she  said,  "  This 
the  roar  of  his  mountain-streams  ?  Conies  that  beam 
of  light  from  Usnoth's  nightly  hall?  The  mist  spreads 
around ;  the  beam  is  feeble  and  distant  far.  But  the 
light  of  Dar-thula's  soul  dwells  in  the  chief  of  Etha! 
Son  of  the  generous  Usnoth,  why  that  broken  sigh? 
Are  wc  in  the  land  of  strangers,  chief  of  echoing 
Etha !" 

"  These  are  not  t'le  rocks  of  Nathos,"  he  replied, 
"  nor  this  the  roar  of  his  streams.  No  light  comes 
from  Etha's  halls,  for  they  are  distant  far.  We  are  in 
the  land  of  strangers,  in  the  land  of  cruel  Cairbar. 
The  winds  have  deceived  us,  Dar-thula.  Erin  lifts 
here  her  hills.  Go  towards  the  north,  Althos:  be 
thy  steps,  Ardan,  along  the  coast ;  that  the  foe  may 
not  come  in  darkness,  and  our  hopes  of  Etha  fail." 
"  I  will  go  towards  that  mossy  tower,  to  see  who 
dwells  about  the  beam.  Rest,  Dar-thula,  on  the 
shore!  rest  in  peace,  thou  lovely  light!  the  sword  of 
Nathos  is  around  thee,  like  the  lightning  of  heaven !" 
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He  went.  She  sat  alone ;  she  heard  the  rolling  of 
the  wave.  The  big  tear  is  in  her  eye.  She  looks  for 
returning  Nalhos.  Her  soul  trembles  at  the  blast. 
She  turns  her  ear  towards  the  tread  of  his  feet.  The 
tread  of  his  feet  is  not  heard.  "  Where  art  thou,  son 
of  my  love !  Tlie  roar  of  the  blast  is  around  me. 
Dark  is  the  cloudy  night.  But  Natlios  does  not  re- 
turn. What  detains  thee,  chief  of  Etha?  Have  the 
foes  met  the  hero  in  the  strife  of  the  uight7" 

He  returned,  but  his  face  was  dark.  He  had  seen 
Lis  departed  friend!  It  was  the  wall  of  Tura.  The 
ghost  of  Cnthullin  stalked  there  alone :  The  sighino- 
of  his  breast  was  frequent.  The  decayed  flame  of 
his  eyes  was  terrible!  His  spear  was  a  column  of 
mist.  The  stars  looked  dim  through  his  form.  His 
voice  was  like  hollow  wind  in  a  cave :  liis  eye  a  light 
seen  afar.  He  told  the  tale  of  grief  The  soul  of 
Nathos  was  sad,  like  the  sun  in  the  day  of  mist,  when 
his  face  is  watry  and  dim, 

"  Why  art  thou  sad,  O  Nathos  ?"  said  the  lovely 
daugiiter  of  CoUa.  "  Thou  art  a  pillar  of  light  to 
Dar-thula.  The  joy  of  her  eyes  is  in  Efha's  chief. 
Where  is  my  friend,  but  Nathos?  My  father,  my 
brother  is  fallen  !  Silence  dwells  on  Selama.  Sad- 
ness spreads  on  the  blue  streams  of  my  land.  Mv 
friends  have  fallen,  with  Cormac.  Tiie  mighty  were 
slain  in  the  battles  of  Erin.  Hear,  son  of  {JmotU  I 
hear,  O  Nathos!  mv  tale  of  grief. 
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"  Evening  darkened  on  the  plain.  The  bUie 
streams  failed  before  mine  eyes.  The  unfrequent 
blast  came  rustling,  in  the  tops  of  Selama's  groves. 
My  seat  was  beneath  a  tree,  on  the  walls  of  my 
fathers.  Truthil  past  before  my  soul:  the  brother 
of  my  love:  He  that  was  absent  in  battle,  against 
the  haughty  Cairbar!  Bending  on  his  spear,  the 
grey-haired  Colla  came.  His  downcast  face  is  dark, 
and  sorrow  dwells  in  his  soul.  His  sword  is  on 
the  side  of  the  hero:  the  helmet  of  his  fathers  on 
his  head.  The  battle  grows  in  his  breast.  Be 
strives  to  hide  the  tear." 

"  Dar-thula,  my  daughter,"  he  said,  "  thou  art  the 
last  of  CoUa's  race!  Truthil  is  tallen  in  battle.  The 
cliief  of  Selama  is  no  more!  Cairbar  conies,  with 
Lis  thousands,  towards  Selama's  walls,  Colla  will 
meet  his  pride,  and  revenge  his  son.  But  where  shall 
I  find  thy  safety,  Dar-thula  with  the  dark-brown 
hair!  thou  art  lovely  as  the  sun-beam  of  heaven,  and 
thy  friends  are  low  I"  "  Is  the  son  of  battle  fallen," 
I  said,  with  a  bursting  sigh  ?  "  Ceased  the  generous 
soul  of  Truthil  to  lighten  through  the  field?  My 
safety,  Colla,  is  in  that  bow.  I  have  learned  to  pierce 
the  doer.  Is  not  Cairbar,  like  the  hart  of  the  desert, 
tather  of  fidlen  Truthil?" 

"  T!ie  face  of  age  brightened  with  joy.  The 
crowded  tears  of  his  eyes  poured  down.  The  lips  of 
Colla    trembled.     His  grey    beard    whistled    in  the 
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blast.  "  Thou  art  the  sister  of  Truthil,"  he  said  ; 
"  thou  burliest  in  ilie  fire  of  his  soul.  Take, 
Dar-thula,  take  that  spear,  that  brazen  shield,  that 
burnished  helm :  they  are  the  spoils  of  a  warrior, 
a  son  of  early  youth !  When  the  light  rises  on  Selii- 
nia,  we  go  to  meet  the  car-borne  Cairbar.  But  keep 
thou  near  the  ann  of  Colla,  beneath  the  shadow  of 
my  shield.  Thy  father,  Dar-thula,  could  once  de- 
fend thee;  but  age  is  trembling  on  his  hand.  The 
strength  of  his  arm  has  failed.  His  soul  is  darkened 
with  grief." 

"  We  passed  the  night  in  sorrow.  The  light  of 
morning  rose.  I  shone  in  the  arms  of  battle.  The 
grey-haired  hero  moved  before.  The  sons  of  Selama 
convened,  around  the  sounding  shield  of- Colla.  But 
few  were  they  in  the  plain,  and  their  locks  were  grey. 
The  youths  had  fallen  with  Truthil,  in  the  battle  yf 
car-borne  Cormac.  "  Friends  of  my  youth !"  said 
Colla,  "  it  was  not  thus  you  have  seen  me  in  arms. 
It  was  not  thus  I  strode  to  battle,  when  the  great 
Confadau  fell.  But  ye  are  laden  with  grief.  The 
darkness  of  age  comes  like  the  mist  of  the  desert. 
My  shield  is  worn  with  years  !  my  sword  is  fixed  *  in 
its  place !  I  said  to  my  soul,  thy  evening  shall  be 
calm:   Thy  departure  like  a  fading  light.     But  the 

•  It  was  the  custom  of  ancient  times,  that  every  warrior  at  a  certain  ago, 
or  when  he  became  unfit  for  the  field,  fixed  his  arms,  in  the  great  hall, 
where  tlie  tribe  feasted  upon  joyful  occasions.  He  was  afterwards  never 
to  appear  in  battle  j  and  this  itaje  of  hfc  was  called  the  :imi  off.xinejf 
tkt  artm. 


128  D  A  R  -  T  H  U  L  A: 

storm  Iras  returned.  I  bend  like  an  aged  oak.  My 
boughs  are  fallen  on  SeUima.  I  tremble  in  ni\  place. 
Where  art  thou,  with  thy  fallen  heroes,  O  my  be- 
loved Truthil!  Thou  answerest  not  from  thy  rush- 
ing blast.  The  soul  of  thy  father  is  sad.  But  1  will 
be  sad  no  more,  Cairbar  or  Colla  must  fall !  I  feel 
the  returning  strength  of  my  arm.  My  heart  leajis 
at  the  sound  of  war." 

"  The  hero  drew  his  sword.  The  gleaming  blades 
of  his  people  rose.  They  moved  along  the  plain. 
Their  grey  hair  streamed  in  the  wind.  Cairbar  sat  at 
the  feast,  in  the  silent  plain  of  Lona.*  He  saw  the 
coming  of  tiie  heroes.  ,  He  called  his  chiefs  to  war. 
Why  t  sliould  I  tell  to  Nathos,  how  the  strife  of  bat- 
tle grew  ?  I  have  seen  thee,  in  the  midst  of  thou- 
sands, like  the  beam  of  heaven's  tiie :  it  is  beautiful, 
but  terrible ;  the  people  fall  in  its  dreadful  course. 
The  spear  oi' Co! la  tlevv.  He  remembered  the  battles 
of  his  youth.  Au  arrow  came  with  its  sound.  It 
pierced  the  lieio's  siile.  He  fell  on  his  echoing 
shield.  My  soul  started  with  fear.  I  stretched  my 
buckler  over  him ;  but  my  heaving  breast  was  seen 

+  Luna,  .7  marshy  plain.  C.iirbar  had  just  provided  an  entertainment 
for  his  army,  upon  the  defeat  of  1  ruthil  the  son  of  Colla,  and  tiie  rest  of 
the  party  of  Cormac,  when  Colla  and  his  a^ed  wan iors  arrived  to  give  liim 
battle. 

+  Thi  i^oet,  by  an  artifice,  avoids  the  rlescription  of  the  battle  of  Lona, 
as  it  would  be  improper  in  the  mouth  of  a  woman,  and  could  have  notliinj 
new,  after  the  numerous  descriptions,  of  that  kind,  in  the  rest  of  tlie  porms. 
He,  at  the  same  time,  gives  an  opportanity  to  Dai-i:-.ula  to  jias,.  a  fine 
cemplimenl  on  her  luvcr. 
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Caiibar  carae,  with  his  spear.  He  beheld  Selama's 
maid.  Joy  lose  on  his  dark-brown  face.  He  stayed 
the  Ufted  steel.  He  raised  the  tomb  of  Colla.  He 
brought  me  weeping  to  Seliima.  He  spoke  the  words 
yf  love,  but  my  soul  was  sad.  I  saw  the  shields  of 
my  fathers  ;  the  sword  of  car-borne  Truthil.  I  saw 
the  arms  of  the  dead;  the  tear  was  on  my  cheek! 
Then  thou  didst  come,  O  Nathos!  and  gloomy 
Cairbar  fled.  He  fled  like  the  ghost  of  the  desert 
before  the  morning's  beam.  His  host  was  not  near: 
and  feeble  was  his  arm  against  thy  steel!  Why  art 
thou  sad,  O  Nathos!  said  the  lovely  daughter  of 
Colla?" 

"  I  ha\'c  met,"  replied  the  hero,  "  the  battle  in 
my  youth.  My  arm  could  not  lift  the  spear,  when 
danger  first  arose.  My  soul  brightened  in  the  pre- 
sence of  war,  as  the  green  narrow  vale,  when  the 
sun  pours  his  streamy  beams,  before  he  hides  his 
head  in  a  storm.  The  lonely  traveller  feels  a 
mournful  joy.  He  sees  the  darkness,  that  slowly 
comes.  My  soul  brightened  in  danger  before  I  saw 
Selama's  fair;  before  I  saw  thee,  like  a  star,  that 
shines  on  the  hill,  at  night:  the  cloud  advances, 
and  threatens  the  lovely  light !  We  are  in  the  land 
of  foes.  The  winds  have  deceived  us,  Dar-thula  I 
The  strength  of  our  friends  is  not  near,  nor  the 
mountains  of  Etha.  Where  shall  I  find  thy  peace, 
daughter  of  mighty  Colla !      Tiie  brothers  of  Na- 
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thos  are  brave!  and  his  own  sword  has  shone  in 
fight.  But  what  are  the  sons  of  Usnoth  to  the  host 
of  dark-browed  Cairbar!  O  tliat  the  winds  had 
brought  thy  sails,  Oscar  *  king  of  men!  Thou  didst 
jnomise  to  come  to  the  battles  of  fallen  Corniac ! 
Then  would  my  hand  be  strong,  as  the  flaming 
arm  of  death.  Cairbar  would  tremble  in  his  halls, 
and  peace  dwell  round  the  lovely  Dar-thula.  But 
why  dost  thou  fall,  my  soul  ?  The  sous  of  Usnoth 
may  prevail !" 

"  And  they  will  prevail,  O  Nathos!"  said  the 
rising  soul  of  the  maid.  "  Never  shall  Dar-thula 
behold  the  halls  of  gloomy  Cairbar.  Give  me  those 
arms  of  brass,  that  glitter  to  the  passing  meteor. 
I  see  them  dimly  in  the  dark-bosumed  ship.  Dar* 
thula  will  enter  the  battle  of  steel.  Ghost  of  the 
noble  Colla!  do  I  behold  thee  on  that  cloud? 
Who  is  that  dim  beside  thee  ?  Is  it  tlic  car-borne 
Truthil  ?  Shall  I  behold  the  halls  of  him  that  slew 
Selama's  chief]  No :  I  will  not  behold  them,  spi- 
rits of  my  love !" 

Joy  rose  in  the  face  of  Nathos,  when  he  heard  the 
white-bosonicd  maid.  "  Daughter  of  Selama!  thou 
shinest  along  my  soul.  Come,  with  thy  tbousands, 
Cairbar!  (he  strength  of  Natlios  is  returned !     Thou, 

*  Oscar,  the  sou  of  Oss'an,  had  lonj  resolved  on  the  expedition  info 
Ireland,  against  Cairbar,  who  had  ass.isinatcd  his  friend  Cathol,  the  son  of 
Moran,  an  Irishman  ot  npble  cx'.raciion,  and  in  the  interest  of  tlic  iim'il^ 
«f  Cormar. 
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0  aged  Usiiotl) !  shalt  not  liear  that  thy  son  has  fled. 

1  remember  thy  words  on  Etha  ;  when  my  sails  began 
to  rise :  when  I  spread  tlieni  towards  Erin,  towards 
the  mossy  walls  of  Tura  !  "  Thon  goest,"  he  said, 
"  O  Nathos,  to  the  king  ot  shields!  Thou  goest  to 
CuthuUin,  chief  of  men,  who  never  fled  from  danger. 
Let  not  thine  arm  be  feeble:  neither  be  thy  thoughts 
of  flight ;  lest  the  son  of  Senio  should  say,  that  Etlia's 
race  are  weak.  His  words  may  come  to  Usnoth,  and 
sadden  his  soul  in  the  hall."  The  tear  was  on  my 
father's  cheek.     He  gave  this  shining  sword  ! 

"  I  came  to  Tura's  bay :  but  the  halls  of  Tura  were 
silent.  I  looked  around,  and  there  was  none  to  tell 
of  the  son  of  generous  Semo.  1  went  to  the  hall  of 
shells,  where  the  arms  of  his  fathers  hung.  But  the 
arms  were  gone,  and  aged  Lamhor  *  sat  in  tears. 
"  Whence  are  the  arms  of  steel  I"  said  the  rising 
Lamhor.  "  The  light  of  the  spear  has  long  been  ab- 
sent from  Tura's  dusky  walls.  Come  ye  from  the 
rolling  sea?     Or  from  Temora's  f  mournful  halls  ]" 

"  We  come  frbm  the  sea,"  I  said,  "  from  Usnoth's 
rising  towers.  We  are  the  sons  of  Slis-sama,J  the 
daughter  of  car-borne  Semo.  Where  is  Tura's  chief, 
son  of  the  silent  hall?     But  why  should  Nathos  ask? 

*  Larah-mhor,  niigh.y  hand. 

+  Teinora  was  tlie  residen;  e  of  the  supreme  kings  of  Ireland.  It  is  here 
called  mournful,  on  account  of  the  death  of  Cormac,  «ho  was  murdered 
there  by  Cairbar,  who  usurped  his  throne. 

t  Slis-Jeamha,  toft  bosom.  She  was  th'j  wife  of  Usnoth,  and  daughter  of 
Semo  the  thief  of  the  isU  of  mist. 
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for  I  behold  thy  tears.  How  did  the  mighty  fali^ 
son  of  the  lonely  Tura?"  "  IJe  fell  not,"  Larahor 
rej)Iied,  "  like  the  silent  star  of  night,  when  it  flies 
through  darkness  and  is  no  more.  But  he  was  like  a 
meteor  that  shoots  into  a  distant  land.  Death  at- 
tends its  dreary  course.  Itself  is  the  sign  of  wars. 
Mournful  are  the  banks  of  Lego ;  and  the  roar  of 
streamy  Lara !  There  the  hero  fell,  son  of  the  noble 
Usnoth  !"  "  Tlie  hero  fell  in  the  midst  of  slaughter," 
I  said  with  a  bursting  sigh.  "  His  hand  was  strong 
in  war.     Death  dimly  sat  behind  his  sword." 

We  came  to  Lego's  sounding  banks.  We  found  his 
rising  tomb.  His  friends  in  battle  are  there :  his 
bards  of  many  songs.  Three  days  we  mourned  over 
the  hero  :  on  the  fourth,  I  struck  the  shield  of  Caif  h- 
bat.  The  heroes  gathered  around  with  joy,  and 
shook  their  beamy  spears.  Corlath  was  near  with 
his  host,  the  friend  of  car-borne  Cairbar.  We  came 
like  a  stream  by  night.  His  heroes  fell  before  us. 
When  the  people  of  the  valley  rose,  they  saw  their 
blood  with  morning's  light.  But  we  rolled  away,  like 
wreaths  of  mist,  to  Corniac's  echoing  hall.  Our  swords 
rose  to  defend  the  kiuir.  But  Temora's  halls  were 
empty.  Cormac  had  fallen  in  his  youth.  The  king 
of  Erin  w  as  no  more  ! 

Sadness  seized  the  sons  of  Erin.  They  slowly, 
gloomily  retired  :  like  clouds  that,  long  having  threat- 
ened rain,  ^al!isll  behind  the  hills.     The  sons  of  Us- 
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iioth  moved,  in  their  gricF,  towards  Tura  s  sounding 
bay.  We  passed  by  Selania.  Cairbar  retired  like 
Lano's  mist,  when  driven  before  the  winds.  It  was 
then  I  beheld  thee,  O  Dar-tliula!  like  the  light  of 
Etha's  sun.  "  Lovely  is  that  beam !"  I  said.  The 
crowded  sigh  of  my  bosom  rose.  "  Thou  camest  in 
tliy  beauty,  Dar-thula,  to  Etha's  mournful  chief.  But 
the  winds  have  deceived  us,  daughter  of  Colla,  and 
the  foe  is  near!" 

"  Yes,  the  foe  is  near,"  said  the  rushing  strength 
of  Althos.*  "  I  heard  their  clanging  arms  on  tlie 
coast.  I  saw  the  dark  wreaths  of  Erm's  standard 
Distinct  is  the  voice  of  Cairbar.  f  Loud  as  Cromla's 
falling  stream.  He  had  seen  the  dark  ship  on  the 
sea,  before  the  dusky  niglit  came  down.  His  people 
watch  on  Lena's  plain.  They  lift  ten  thousand 
swords."  "  And  let  them  lift  ten  thousand  swords," 
said  Nathos  with  a  smile.  "  The  sons  of  car-borne 
Usnoth  will  never  tremble  in  danger!  Why  dost  thou 
roll  with  all  thy  foam,  thou  roaring  sea  of  Erin  ?  Why 
do  ye  rustle,  on  your  dark  wings,  ye  whistling  storms 
of  the  sky?  Do  ye  think,  ye  storms,  that  ye  keep 
Nathos  on  the  coast?     No:   his   soul  detains  hun, 

*  Althos  had  just  returned  from  viewing  the  coast  of  Lena,  whither  he 
had  been  sent  liy  Nathos,  the  beginning  of  the  night. 

+  Cairbar  had  gathered  an  army,  to  the  coast  of  Ulster,  in  orderto  op- 
pose Fingal,  who  prepared  for  an  expedition  into  Ireland  to  re-establish 
the  house  of  Cormac  on  the  ihrone,  which  Cairbar  had  usurped.  Between 
the  wings  of  Cairb.ii's  army  was  the  bay  of  Tura,  into  wliich  the  ship  of 
the  sons  of  l^uiiolh  was  driven;  so  that  lliere  was  no  possibility  of  tlieif 
estapin^. 
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children  of  the  night!  Althos!  bring  my  father's 
arms:  thou  seest  them  beaming  to  the  stars.  Bring 
the  spear  of  Semo.*  It  stands  in  the  dark-bosomed 
ship !" 

He  brouglit  the  arms.  Nathos  covered  his  limbs, 
in  all  their  shining  steel.  The  stride  of  the  chief  is 
lovely.  The  joy  of  his  eyes  was  terrible.  He  looks 
towards  the  coming  of  Cairbar.  The  wind  is  rustling 
in  his  hair.  Dar-lhula  is  silent  at  his  .side.  Her  look 
is  fixed  on  the  chief.  She  strives  to  hide  the  rising 
sigh.     Two  tears  swell  in  her  radiant  eyes! 

"  Althos!"  said  the  chief  of  Etha,  "  I  see  a  cave  in 
that  rock.  Place  Dar-thula  there.  Let  thy  arm,  my 
brother,  be  strong.  Ardan  !  we  meet  the  foe  ;  call 
to  battle  gloomy  Cairbar.  O  that  he  came  in  his 
sounding  steel,  to  meet  the  son  of  Usnoth!  Dar- 
thula!  if  thou  shalt  escape,  look  not  on  the  fiillen 
Nathos!  Lift  thy  sails,  O  Althos!  towards  the 
echoh>g  groves  of  my  land. 

"  Tell  the  chief,!  that  his  son  fell  with  fame;  that 
my  sword  did  not  shun  the  fight.  Tell  him  T  fell  in 
the  midst  of  thousands.  Let  the  joy  of  his  grief  be 
great.  Daughter  of  Colla !  call  the  maids  to  Pallia's 
echoing  hall!  Let  their  songs  arise  for  Nathos,  wliea 
shadowy  autumn  returns.     O  that  the  voice  of  Cona, 

*  Semo  was  grandfather  lo  Nathos  by  the  moilier's  side.  Tl'.e  spear  men- 


tioned  here  was  given  lo  Usnoth  on  hib  n.ani.i.?e,  : 

it  being  the  cusl 

Oil)  Illl-H 

/or  ihe  f.ulier  cf  the  lady  to  give  his  arms  lo  his  m 

n-;n-)a»-. 

+  U:noth. 
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tiiat  Ossian,  might  be  heard  in  my  praise!  then 
would  my  spirit  rejoice  iu  the  midst  of  the  rushing 
winds."  "  And  ray  voice  shall  praise  thee,  Nathos, 
chief  of  the  woody  Etiia !  The  voice  of  Ossian  shall 
rise  in  thy  praise,  son  of  the  generous  Usnoth!  Why 
was  I  not  on  Lena,  when  the  battle  rose]  Then 
would  the  sword  of  Ossian  defend  thee ;  or  himself 
fall  low!" 

We  sat,  that  night,  in  Selma  round  the  strengtli  of 
the  shell.  The  wind  was  abroad,  in  the  oaks.  The 
spirit  of  the  mountain  *  roared.  The  blast  came  rust- 
ling through  the  hall,  and  gently  touched  my  harp. 
The  sound  was  mournful  and  low,  like  the  song  of 
the  tomb.  Fingal  heard  it  the  first.  The  crowded 
sighs  of  his  bosom  rose.  "  Some  of  my  heroes  are 
low,"  said  the  grey-haired  king  of  Morven.  "  I  hear 
the  sound  of  death  on  the  harp.  Ossian,  touch  the 
trembling  string.  Bid  the  sorrow  rise ;  that  their 
spirits  may  fly,  with  joy,  to  Morven's  woody  hills!" 
I  touched  the  harp  before  the  king,  the  sound  was 
mournful  and  low.  "  Bend  forward  from  your 
clouds,"  I  said,  "  ghosts  of  my  fathers  !  bend.  Lay 
by  the  red  terror  of  your  course.  Receive  the  falling 
chief;  whether  he  comes  from  a  distant  land,  or  rises 
from  the  rolling  sea.  Let  his  robe  of  mist  be  near; 
Iiis  spear  that  is  formed  of  a  cloud.     Place  an  half- 

*  By  rtie  si)iril  of  the  mounlaiii  is  meant  that  deep  and  meUncholy 
sound  wMch  pitfcedcs  a  itovin  j  well  ki>own  to  those  who  live  in  a  high 
coanliy. 
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extinguished  meteor  by  his  side,  in  the  form  of  the 
hero's  sword.  And,  oh!  let  his  countenance  be  love 
ly,  that  his  friends  may  delight  in  his  presence.  Bend 
from  your  clouds,"  I  said,  "  ghosts  of  my  fathers ! 
bend  \" 

Such  Mas  my  song,  in  Selma,  to  the  lightly-tremb- 
ling harp.  But  Nathos  was  on  Erin's  shore,  sur- 
rounded by  the  night.  He  heard  the  voice  of  the 
foe,  amidst  the  roar  of  tumbling  waves.  Silent  he 
heard  their  voice,  and  rested  on  his  spear!  Morning 
rose,  with  its  beams.  The  sons  of  Erin  appear,  like 
grey  rocks,  with  all  their  trees,  they  spread  along  the 
coast.  Cairbar  stood  in  the  midst.  lie  grimly  smiled 
when  he  saw  the  foe.  Nathos  rushed  forward,  in  his 
strength :  nor  could  Dar-thula  stay  behind.  She 
came  with  the  hero,  lifting  her  shining  spear.  "  And 
who  are  these,  in  their  armour,  in  the  pride  of  youlii  ? 
Who  but  the  sons  of  Usnolh,  Althos  and  dark-haired 
ArdenT' 

"  Come,"  said  Nathos,  "  come !  chief  of  high 
Temora!  Let  om-  battle  be  en  the  coast,  for  the 
white-bosomed  maid.  His  people  are  not  with  Na- 
thos; they  are  behind  these  rolling  seas.  Why  dost 
thou  bring  thy  thousands  against  the  chief  of  Etha  ? 
Thou  didst  iiy  *  from  him,  in  battle,  when  his  friends 
were  around  his  spear."  "  Youth  of  the  heart  of 
pride,  shall  Erin's  king  fight  with  thee?     Tiiy  fathers 

*  He  alludes  to  ihe  fliglit  of  Caiibar  from  Seiama. 
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were  not  among  the  renowned,  nor  of  the  kings  of 
men.  Are  the  arms  of  foes  in  tlieir  halls  1  Or  the 
shields  of  other  times?  Cairbar  is  renowned  in  Te- 
niora,  nor  does  he  fight  with  feeble  men!" 

The  tear  started  from  car-borne  Nathos.  lie 
turned  his  eyes  to  his  brothers.  Their  spears  flew  at 
once.  Three  heroes  lay  on  earth.  Then  the  light  of 
their  swords  gleamed  on  high.  The  ranks  of  Eriu 
yield;  as  a  ridge  of  dark  clouds  before  a  blast  of 
wind  I  Then  Cairbar  ordered  his  people,  and  they 
drew  a  thousand  bows.  A  thousand  arrows  flew.  Tlie 
sons  of  Usuoth  fell  in  blood.  They  fell  like  three 
young  oaks,  which  stood  alone  on  the  hill :  The  tra- 
veller saw  the  lovely  trees,  and  wondered  how  they 
grew  so  lonely:  the  blast  of  the  desert  came,  by 
night,  and  laid  their  green  heads  low ;  next  day  he 
returned,  but  they  were  withered,  and  the  heath  was 
bare ! 

Dar-tlmla  stood  in  silent  grief,  and  beheld  their 
fall!  No  tear  is  in  her  eye.  But  her  look  is  wildly 
sad.  Pale  was  her  cheek.  Her  trembling  lips  broke 
short  an  half-formed  word.  Her  dark  hair  flew  ou 
wind.  The  gloomy  Cairbar  came.  "  Where  is  thy 
lover  now  ?  the  car-borne  chief  of  Etha  ?  Hast  thou 
beheld  the  halls  of  Usnoth  ?  Or  the  dark-brown 
hills  of  Fingal  ?  INIy  battle  ^^  ould  have  roared  on 
Monen,  had  not  the  winds  met  Dar-thula.  Fingal 
himself  would  have  been  low,  and  sorrow  dwelling 
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in  Selma !"  Her  shield  fell  from  Dar-thula's  arm. 
Her  breast  of  snow  appeared.  It  appeared;  but  it 
was  stained  with  blood.  An  arrow  was  fixed  in  her 
side.  She  fell  on  the  fallen  Nathos,  like  a  wreath 
of  snow !  Her  hair  spreads  wide  on  his  face.  Their 
blood  is  mixing  round ! 

"  Daughter  of  Colla!  thou  art  low!"  said  Cair- 
bar's  hundred  bards.  "  Silence  is  at  the  blue  streams 
of  Seiama.  Truthil's  *  race  have  failed.  When  wilt 
thou  rise  in  thy  beauty,  first  of  Erin's  maids'?  Thy 
sleep  is  long  in  the  tomb.  The  morning  distant  far. 
The  sun  shall  not  come  to  thy  bed  and  say, "  Awake 
Dar-thula!  awake,  thou  first  of  women!  the  wind  of 
spring  is  abroad.  The  flowers  shake  their  heads  on 
tie  green  hills.  The  woods  wave  their  growing  leaves. 
Retire,  O  sun!  the  daughter  of  Colla  is  asleep.  She 
will  not  come  forth  in  her  beauty.  She  \vill  not  move 
in  the  steps  of  her  loveliness!" 

Such  was  the  song  of  the  bards,  when  they  raised 
the  tomb.  I  sung  over  the  grave,  when  the  king  of 
Morven  came ;  when  he  came  to  green  Erin  to  fight 
with  car-borne  Cairbar! 

*  Tiuihil  was  the  foundev  of  nailhula's  family. 
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Ciithullin,  after  the  arms  of  Fingal  had  expelled  Svvaran 
from  Ireland,  continued  to  manage  the  affaii-s  of  that  king- 
dom as  the  guardian  of  Cormac,  tlie  young  king.  In  the 
third  year  of  Cnthullin's  administration,  Torlath,  the  son 
of  Cuntela,  rebelled  in  Comiaught ;  and  advanced  to  Te- 
mora  to  dethrone  Cornrac.  Cuthullin  marched  against 
him,  came  up  with  liim  at  the  lake  of  Lego,  and  totally 
defeated  his  forces.  Torlath  fell  in  battle  by  Cuthullin's 
hand ;  but  as  he  too  eagerly  pressed  on  tlie  enemy,  lie 
was  mortally  wounded.  The  aflfliirs  of  Cormac,  though, 
for  some  tune,  supported  by  Nathos,  as  mentioned  in  tlie. 
preceding  poem,  fell  into  confusion  at  the  death  of  Cu- 
thullin. Cormac  himself  was  slain  by  tlie  rebel  Cairbar; 
and  the  re-establishnieut  of  the  royal  family  of  Ireland, 
by  Fingal,  furnishes  the  subject  of  the  epic  poem  of  Te- 
niora. 

"  Is  the  wind  on  the  shield  of  Fingal?  Or  is 
the  voice  of  past  times  in  my  hall?  Sing  on,  sweet 
voice!  for  thou  art  pleasant.  Thou  caniest  away 
my  night  with  joy.  Sing  on,  O  Bragela,  daughter  of 
car-borne  Sorglan ! 

"  It  is  the  white  wave  of  the  rock,  and  not  Cu- 
thullin's sails.     Often  do  the  mists  deceive  me,  for 
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the  ship  of  my  love !  when  they  rise  round  some 
ghost,  and  spread  their  grey  skirts  on  the  wind. 
Why  dost  thou  delay  thy  coming,  son  of  the  ge- 
nerous Semo?  Four  times  has  autumn  returned 
with  its  winds,  and  raised  the  seas  of  Togorraa,  * 
since  thou  hast  been  in  the  roar  of  battles,  and  Bra- 
gela  distant  far?  Hills  of  the  isle  of  mist!  when  will 
ye  answer  to  his  hounds?  But  ye  are  dark  in  your 
clouds.  Sad  Bragela  calls  in  vain !  Night  comes 
rolling  down.  The  face  of  ocean  fails.  The  heath- 
cock's  head  is  beneath  his  wing.  The  hind  sleeps, 
with  the  jiart  of  the  desert.  They  shall  rise  with 
jiiorniiig's  light,  and  feed  by  the  mossy  stream.  But 
my  tears  return  witli  the  sun.  My  sighs  come  on 
wiih  the  night.  Wlien  wilt  thou  come  in  thine  arms, 
O  chief  of  Erin's  wars?" 

Pleasant  is  thy  voice  in  Ossian's  ear,  daughter  of 
car-borne  Sorglan  !  But  retire  to  the  hall  of  shells; 
to  the  beam  of  the  burning  oak.  Attend  to  the 
murmur  of  the  sea:  it  rolls  at  Dunscai's  walls:  let 
sleep  descend  on  thy  blue  eyes.  Let  the  hero  arise 
in  thy  dreams  ! 

Cuthullin  sils  at  Lego's  lake,  at  the  dark  rolling  of 
waters.     Night  is  around  the  hero.     His  thousands 

*  To'orma,  :.  e.  the  island  of  bhts  wave.',  one  of  the  Hebrides,  was  sub- 
ject to  Connal,  the  son  of  Ca:thbat,  Cinliullin's  friend.  He  is  sometimes 
cilled  the  son  of  Colgar,  from  one  of  that  name  who  was  tlie  founder  cf 
the  family.  Connal,  a  few  days  before  the  news  of  Torlath's  revolt  cam* 
to  l'cmor.i,  luid  .sailed  to  To^orma,  his  native  isle  ;  where  he  was  detained 
by  contrary  winds  durinj  the  war  in  which  CuihuUin  u  as  killed. 
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spread  on  the  heath.  A  hundred  oaks  burn,  in  the 
midst.  The  feast  of  shells  is  smoking  wide.  Carril 
strikes  the  harp,  beneath  a  tree.  His  grey  locks  glit- 
ter in  the  beam.  The  rustling  blast  of  night  is  near, 
and  lifts  his  aged  hair.  His  song  is  of  the  blue  To- 
gorma,  and  of  its  chief,  Cuthullin's  friend !  "  Why 
art  thou  absent,  Connal,  m  the  day  of  the  gloomy 
storm  ?  The  chiefs  of  the  south  have  convened, 
against  the  car-bonie  Connac.  The  winds  detain 
thy  sails.  Thy  blue  waters  roll  around  thee.  But 
Connac  is  not  alone.  The  son  of  Semo  fights  his 
wars!  Semo's  son  his  battles  fights!  the  terror  of 
the  stranger  !  He  that  is  like  the  vapour  of  death, 
slowly  borne  by  sultry  winds.  The  sun  reddens  in 
his  presence:   The  people  fall  around." 

Such  was  the  song  of  Carril,  when  a  son  of  the  foe 
appeared.  He  threw  down  his  pointless  spear.  He 
spoke  the  words  of  Torlath!  Torlath,  chief  of  he- 
roes, from  Lego's  sable  surge  T  He  that  led  his 
thousands  to  battle,  against  car-borne  Cormac.  Cor- 
mac  who  was  (iistant  far,  in  Temora's  *  echoing  halls, 
he  learned  to  bend  the  bow  of  his  fethers;  and  to 
lift  the  spear.  Nor  long  didst  thou  lift  the  spear, 
mildly-shining  beam  of  youth  !  death  stands  dim  be- 
hind thee,  like  the  darkened  half  of  the  moon,  behind 
its  growing  light!     CulhuUin  rose  before  the  bard,  f 

*  The  royal  palace  ut  the  Irish  kings;  Tcamhraib,  according  to  some  of 
ihe  bartis. 

4  The  bar  Js  were  the  heralds  of  ancient  times ;  and  their  persons  wei  e 
■>"Cre'l  oii  ac:ou:it  ol  their  oflice      In  lattei  liines,  they  -bused  that  pvivi- 
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that  came  from  generous  Torlath.  He  offered  him 
the  shell  of  joy.  He  honoured  the  son  of  songs. 
"  Sweet  voice  of  Lego!"  he  said,  "  what  are  the 
words  of  Torlath  ?  Comes  he  to  our  feast  or  bat- 
tle, the  car-borne  son  of  CantelaT'* 

"  He  comes  to  thy  battle,"  replied  the  bard, 
"  to  the  sounding  strife  of  spears.  When  morning  is 
grey  on  Lego,  Torlath  will  fight  on  the  plain.  Wilt 
thou  meet  him  in  thine  arms,  king  of  the  isle  of  mist? 
Terrible  is  the  spear  of  Torlath!  it  is  a  meteor  of 
night.  He  lifts  it,  and  the  people  fall!  death  sits  in 
the  lightning  of  his  sword !"  "  Do  I  fear,"  replied 
Cuthullin,  "  the  spear  of  car-borne  Torlath?  He  is 
brave  as  a  thousand  heroes  :  but  my  soul  delights  in 
war !  The  sword  rests  not  by  the  side  of  Cuthullin, 
bard  of  the  times  of  old  !  Morning  shall  meet  me 
on  the  plain,  and  gleam  on  the  blue  arms  of  Senio's 
son.  But  sit  thou,  on  the  heath,  O  bard !  and  let  us 
hear  thy  voice.  Partake  of  the  joyful  shell ;  and 
hear  the  songs  of  Temora !" 

"  This  is  no  time,"  replieti  the  bard,  "  to  hear  tlu! 
«ong  of  joy  :  when  the  mighty  are  to  meet  iii  battle, 
like  the  strength  of  the  waves  of  Lego.  Why  art 
thou  so  dark,  Slimora ! t  with  all  thy  silent  woods? 

lege;  end  as  tlieir  persons  were  inviolable,  they  satirised  and  lami)ooned 
S(i  freely  lliose  who  were  not  liked  by  their  patrons,  that  they  became  a 
public  nuisance.  Screened  under  the  character  of  lieialds,  they  sroisly 
abuseil  the  enemy  when  he  would  not  accept  ihc  terms  ihev  offered. 

*  Cean-Leola',  headofafaniiy. 

+  Slia'inor,  g,  (at  hill. 
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Ko  star  trembles  on  thy  top.  No  moon-beam  on  thy 
side.  But  the  meteors  of  death  are  there  :  the  grey 
watry  forms  of  ghosts.  Wliy  art  thou  dark,  Slimora ! 
with  thy  silent  woods T'  He  retired,  in  the  sound  of 
his  song.  Carril  joined  his  voice.  The  music  was 
like  the  memory  of  joys  that  are  past,  pleasant  and 
mournful  to  the  soul.  The  ghosts  of  departed  bards 
heard  on  Slimora's  side.  Soft  sounds  spread  along 
the  wood.  The  silent  valleys  of  night  rejoice.  So, 
when  he  sits  in  the  silence  of  the  day,  in  the  valley  of 
his  breeze,  the  humming  of  the  mountain  bee  comes 
to  Ossian's  ear:  the  gale  drowns  it  in  its  course;  but 
the  pleasant  sound  returns  again!  Slant  looks  the 
sun  on  the  field !  gradual  grows  the  shade  of  the  hill ! 
"  Raise,"  said  CuthuUin,  to  his  hundred  bards, 
"  the  song  of  the  noble  Fingal :  that  song  which  he 
hears  at  night,  when  the  dreams  of  his  rest  descend : 
when  the  bards  strike  the  distant  harp,  and  the  faint 
light  gleams  on  Selma's  Mails.  Or  let  the  grief  of 
Lara  rise  :  the  sighs  of  the  mother  of  Calmar,*  when 
he  was  sought,  in  vain,  on  his  hills ;  when  she  beheld 
his  bow  in  the  hall.  Carril,  place  the  shield  of  Caitl- 
bat  on  that  branch.  Let  the  spear  of  Cuthullin 
be  near;   that  the   sound  of  my   battle  may  rise, 

*  Calmar,  the  son  of  Matha.  Ilis  death  is  related  at  large  in  the  third 
bonk  of  Fingal.  He  was  the  only  son  of  Matha;  and  the  family  was  extinct 
in  him.  The  scat  of  tlie  family  was  on  the  banks  of  the  river  Lara,  in  the 
neiglibourhood  of  Lego,  and  probably  near  the  place  where  Cuiliullin  lay; 
which  circumsunce  suggested  to  him,  tlie  lamentation  of  Alclethi  over 
her  son. 
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with  the  grey  beam  of  the  cast."  The  hero  leaned 
on  his  father's  shield  :  the  song  of  Lara  rose!  The 
hundred  bards  were  distant  far:  Carril  alone  is  near 
the  chief.  The  words  of  the  song  were  his:  the 
sound  of  his  harp  was  mournful. 

"  Alcletha*  with  the  aged  locks  !  mother  of  car- 
borne  Calmar!  why  dost  thou  look  toward  the  de- 
sert, to  behold  the  return  of  thy  son?  These  are  not 
his  heroes,  dark  on  the  heath :  nor  is  that  the  voice 
of  Calmar.  It  is  but  the  distant  grove,  Alcletha! 
but  the  roar  of  the  mountain  wind!"  "  Who  t 
bounds  over  Lara's  stream,  sister  of  the  noble  Cal- 
mar? Does  not  Alcletha  behold  his  spear?  But 
her  eyes  are  dim  !  Is  it  not  the  son  of  Matha, 
daughter  of  my  love?" 

"  It  is  but  an  aged  oak,  Alcletha!"  replied  the 
lovely  weeping  Alona.J  "  It  is  but  an  oaV,  Al- 
.cletha,  bent  over  Lara's  stream.  But  who  comes 
along  the  plain?  sorrow  is  in  his  speed.  He  lifts 
high  the  spear  of  Calmar.  Alcletha,  it  is  covered 
with  blood !"  "  But  it  is  covered  with  the  blood 
of  foes,  §  sister  of  car-borne  Calmar !  His  spear 
never  returned  unstained  with  blood:  nor  his  bow 

*  Ald-cla'tha,  decaying  heaiily :  probably  a  poetical  name  given  the 
mother  of  Calmar,  by  the  bard  himself. 

+  Alcletha  speaks.  Calmar  had  promised  to  return,  by  a  certain  day,  and 
his  mother  and  his  sister  Alona  are  represented  as  Inoking,  with  impati- 
ence, towards  that  quarter  where  they  expected  Calmar  should  make  is 
first  appfraraiice. 

i  Aluine,  exqiiiiiiely  btantifxU 
i  Alclcllu  biieaks. 
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from  the  strife  of  the  niighty.  The  battle  is  con- 
sumed ill  his  presence :  he  is  a  flame  of  death,  Alo- 
na!  Youth  *  of  the  mournful  speed!  where  is  the 
son  of  Alcletha  ?  Does  he  return  with  his  fame,  in 
tlic  midst  of  his  echoing  shields  ?  Thou  art  dark  and 
silent!  Calmar  is  then  no  more!  Tell  me  not,  war- 
rior, how  he  fell.  I  must  not  hear  of  his  wound !" 
Why  dost  thou  look  towards  the  desert,  mother  of 
low-laid  Calmar  ? 

Such  was  the  song  of  Carril,  when  Cuthulliu  lay 
on  his  shield.  The  bards  rested  on  their  harps.  Sleep 
fell  softly  around.  The  son  of  Semo  was  awake 
alone.  His  sou!  was  iixed  on  war.  The  burniiig 
oaks  began  to  decay.  Faint  red  light  is  spread 
around.  A  feeble  voice  is  heard!  The  ghost  of 
Calmar  came!  He  stalked  dimly  along  the  beam. 
Dark  is  the  wound  in  his  side.  His  hair  is  disordered 
and  loose.  Joy  sits  pale  on  his  face.  He  seems  to 
invite  Ciithullin  to  his  cave. 

"  Son  of  the  cloudy  night!"  said  the  rising  chief 
of  Erin,  "  Why  dost  thou  bend  thy  dark  eyes  on 
me,  ghost  of  the  noble  Calmar?  Wouldst  thou 
iVighten  me,  O  Matha's  son!  from  the  battles  of 
Cormac  ?  Thy  hand  was  not  feeble  in  war:  neither 
was  thy  voice  for  peace.  How  art  thou  changed, 
chief  of  Lara!  if  thou  now  dost  advise  to  fly! 
But,  Calmar,   I  never   fled.      1    never    feared    the 

*  She  addresses  herself  to  Laniir,  Calmar'i  frie.  d,  who  had  retiirneil 
wiih  the  news  of  his  deaib. 

VOL.    II.  L 
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giiosts  of  iiis;ht.  Small  is  their  knowledge,  weak 
their  hands;  their  dwelling  is  in  the  wind.  But 
my  soul  grows  in  danger,  and  rejoices  in  the  noise 
of  steel.  Retire  thon  to  thy  cave.  Thou  art  not 
Calmar's  ghost.  He  delighted  in  battle.  His  arm 
was  like  the  thunder  of  heaven  !"  He  retired  in  his 
blast  with  joy,  for  he  had  heard  the  voice  of  his 
praise. 

The  faint  beam  of  the  morning  rose.  The  sound 
of  Caithbaf  s  buckler  spread.  Green  Erin's  warriors 
convened,  like  the  roar  of  many  streams.  The  horn 
of  war  is  heard  over  Lego.  The  mighty  Torlath 
came?  "  Why  dost  thou  come  with  thy  thou- 
sands, CuthuUin,"  said  the  chief  of  Lego.  I  know 
the  strength  of  tliy  arm.  Thy  soul  is  an  unextin- 
guished fire.  Why  fight  we  not  on  the  plain,  and 
let  our  hosts  behold  our  deeds?  Let  them  behold  us 
like  roaring  waves,  that  tumble  round  a  rock:  the 
mariners  hasten  away,  and  look  on  their  strife  with 
fear." 

"  Thou  risest,  like  the  sun,  on  my  soul,"  replied 
the  son  of  Semo.  "  Thine  arm  is  mighty,  O  Tor- 
lath  !  and  worthy  of  my  wrath.  Retire,  ye  men  of 
Ullin,  to  Slimora's  shady  side.  Behold  the  chief  of 
Erin,  in  the  day  of  his  fame.  Carril!  tell  to  mighty 
Connal,  if  CuthuUin  must  fall,  tell  him  I  accused  the 
winds,  which  roar  on  Togorma's  waves.  Never  was 
he  absent  iu  battle,  when  the  strife  of  my  iaiiie  arose. 
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i.et  Iiis  sword  he  before  Corniac,  like  the  beam  of 
heaven.  Let  his  counsel  sound  in  Temora,  in  the  day 
of  danger !" 

He  rushed,  in  the  sound  of  his  arms,  like  the  terri- 
ble spirit  of  Loda,*  when  he  coraes,  in  the  roar  of  a 
thousand  storms,  and  scatters  battles  from  his  eyes. 
He  sits  on  a  cloud  over  Lochlin's  seas.  His  mighty 
hand  is  on  his  sword.  Winds  lift  his  liaming  locks! 
The  waining-moon  half  lights  his  dreadful  face.  His 
features  blended  in  darkness  arise  to  view.  So  tei"^ 
rible  was  CuthuUin  jn  the  day  of  his  fiirae.  Torlath 
fell  by  his  hand.  Lego's  heroes  mourned.  They 
gather  around  the  chief,  like  the  clouds  of  the  desert. 
A  thousand  swords  rose  at  once ;  a  thousand  arrows 
Hew:  but  he  stood  like  a  rock  in  the  midst  of  a  roar- 
ing sea.  They  fell  around.  He  strode  in  blood. 
Dark  Slimora  echoed  wide.  The  sons  of  Ullin  came. 
The  battle  spread  over  Lego.  The  chief  of  Erin 
overcame.  He  returned  over  the  field  with  his  fame. 
But  pale  he  returned!  The  joy  of  his  face  was  dark. 
He  rolled  his  eyes  in  silence.  The  sword  hung,  un- 
sheathed, in  his  hand.     His  spear  bent  at  every  step! 

"  Carril,"  said  the  chief  iu  secret,  "  the  strength  of 
CuthuUin  fails.  INIy  days  are  with  the  years  that  are 
past.     No  morning  of  mine  shall  arise,     Tiiey  shall 

*  Loda,  in  tlie  third  book  nf  Fin5al,  is  mentioned  as  a  place  of  worship 
in  Scandinavia:  by  the  spirit  of  Loda,  the  poet  probably  means  Odin, 
the  t;reat  deity  of  the  northern  nations.  He  is  described  here  with  all  his 
tsrroiS. 
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seek  me  at  Temora,  but  I  shall  not  be  found, 
Cormac  will  weep  in  his  hall,  and  say,  "  Wlieie  is 
Erin's  chief]"  But  my  name  is  renowned!  my  fame 
ill  tiie  song  of  bards.  The  youth  will  say  in  secret, 
"  O  let  me  die  as  Cuthuliin  died !  Renown  clothed 
him  like  a  robe.  The  light  of  his  fame  is  great. 
Draw  the  arrow  from  my  side.  Lay  Cuthuliin  be- 
neath that  oak.  Place  the  shield  of  Caithbat  near, 
that  they  may  behold  me  amidst  the  arms  of  my  fa- 
thers !" 

"  And  is  the  son  of  Scmo  fallen  ]"  said  Carrii  with 
a  sigh.  •'  Mournful  are  Tura's  walls.  Sorrow 
dwells  at  Dunscai.  Thy  spouse  is  left  alone  in  her 
youth.  The  son  *  of  thy  love  is  alone !  He  shall 
come  to  Bragela,  and  ask  her  v.  liy  she  weeps  ?  He 
shall  lift  his  eyes  to  the  wallj  and  see  his  father's 
sword.  "  Whose  sword  is  that]"  he  will  say.  The 
soul  of  his  mother  is  sad.  Who  is  that,  like  the  hart 
of  the  desert,  in  the  murmur  of  his  course  ?  His  eyes 
look  wildly  round  in  search  of  his  friend.  Connal 
son  of  Coigar,  \Yhere  hast  thou  been,  when  the 
mighty  fell?  Did  the  seas  of  Cogorma  roll  around 
thee?  V/as  the  wind  of  the  south  in  thy  sails?  The 
mighty  have  fallen  in  battle,  and  thou  wast  not  there, 

*  Conloch,  who  was  af.erwards  very  famous  for  his  great  exploits  in  Ire- 
land. Hg  was  so  remarkable  for  his  dexterity  in  handling  the  javelin,  that 
when  a  good  marksman  is  described,  it  has  passed  into  a  proverb,  in  th« 
Borth  ol  Scotland,  lie  is  Kneiriug  (i^  the  una  of  Conloch. 
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Let  none  tell  it  in  Sehv.a,  nor  in  iNlorvcn's  woody 
land,  riii^id  \^ill  be  sad,  and  the  sons  of  the  desert 
mourn !" 

By  the  dark  roUing  waves  of  Lego  they  rai.:ed  the 
hero's  tomb.  Luath,*  at  a  distance,  lies.  Tiie  song 
of  bards  rose  over  tlie  dead. 

*'  Blest  t  be  thy  soul,  son  of  Semo !  Thou  wert 
mighty  in  battle.  Thy  strength  was  like  the  strength 
of  a  stream :  thy  speed  like  the  eagle's  wing.  Thy 
path  in  battle  was  terrible :  the  steps  of  death  were 
behind  thy  sword.  Blest  be  thy  soul,  son  of  Semo, 
car-borne  chief  of  Dunscai !  Thou  hast  not  fallen 
by  the  sword  of  the  nn'ghty,  neither  was  thy  blood 
on  tiie  spear  of  the  brave.  The  arrow  came,  like  the 
sting  of  death  in  a  blast:  nor" did  the  feeble  hand, 
V.  iiich  drew  the  bow  perceive  it.  Peace  to  thy  soul,  in 
thy  cave,  chief  of  the  isle  of  mist  \" 

"  The  mighty  are  dispersed  at  Temora:  there  is 
none  in  Cormac's  hall.  The  king  mourns  in  his  youth. 
He  does  not  beliold  thy  returnj  The  sound  of  thy 
shield  is  ceased :  his  foes  are  gathering  round.  Soft 
be  thy  rest  in  thy  cave,  chief  of  Erin's  wars  !  Bragela 
will  not   hope    for  thy  return,  or  see  thy  sails  in 

*  It  wjs  of  old,  the  custom  to  bury  the  favourite  tiog  near  the  master. 
This  was  not  ijeculiar  to  the  ancient  Scots,  for  we  finil  it  practised  by  many 
other  nations  in  their  ages  of  heroism.  There  is  asionestil!  shewn  at  Dun- 
scai in  the  isle  of  Sky,  to  which  Cuihu'.liu  commonly  bound  his  dog  Luath. 
The  s^one.goi's  by  his  name  to  this  day., 

+  ibis  is  liie  song  of  iho  banlsover  Cuth.illiit's  tomb.  Every  stanza  closes 
wiili  some  remarkable  title  of  tlie  hero,  wldch  was  always  the  cusiom  i^i 
runeral  debits. 
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ocean's  foam.  Her  steps  are  not  on  the  shore:  nor 
her  ear  open  to  the  voice  of  thy  rowers.  She  sits  in 
the  hall  of  shells.  She  sees  the  arms  of  him  that  is 
no  more.  Thine  eyes  are  full  of  tears,  daughter  of 
car-borne  Sorglan !  Blest  be  thy  soul  in  death,  O 
chief  of  shady  Tura!" 


THE 

BATTLE  OF  LORA: 

A  FOEM, 


ARGUMENT. 

Fingal,  on  his  return  from  Ireland,  after  !ic  liad  expelled  Sw-a- 
ran  from  tliat  kingdom,  made  a  feast  to  all  his  heroes ;  he 
forgot  to  invite  Ma-ronnan  and  Aido,  t\vo  chiefs,  who  had 
Jiot  been  along  witli  him  in  his  expedition.  They  resented 
his  neglect;  and  went  over  to  Erragon  king  of  Sora,  a 
country  of  Scandinavia,  the  declared  enemy  of  Fingal. 
The  valour  of  Aklo  soon  gained  him  a  great  leputation 
in  Sora  :  and  Lorma  the  beautiful  wife  of  Erragon  fell  iu 
love  with  him.  He  found  means  to  escape  with  her,  and  to 
come  to  Fingal,  \\ho  resided  then  in  Selma  on  the  west- 
ern coast.  Erragon  invaded  Scotland,  and  was  slain  in 
battle  by  Gaul  the  son  of  Morni,  after  he  had  rejected 
terms  of  peace  offered  him  by  Fingal.  In  this  war  Aldo 
fell,  in  a  single  combat,  by  the  hands  of  his  rival  Erra- 
gon, and  the  unfortunate  Lormo  afteiwards  died  of  grief. 

Son  of  the  distant  land,  who  dwellest  in  the 
secret  cell!  do  I  hear  the  sound  of  thy  grove?  or 
is  it  thy  voice  of  songs  ?  Tlie  torrent  was  loud  in 
my  ear;  but  I  heard  a  tuneful  voice.  Dost  thou 
praise  the  chiefs  of  thy  land :  or  the  spirits  *  of  the 
wind  ?  But,  lonely  dweller  of  rocks !  look  thou  on 
that  heathy  plain.      Thou  seest  green  tombs,  A\ith 

*  J^:^,l(iillr;  to  the  religious  hymns  of  the  Culdees. 
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their  rank,  whistling  grass:  wdth  their  stones  of 
mossy  heads.  Thou  se^st  tiiem,  son  of  the  rock, 
but  Ossian's  eyes  have  failed. 

A  mountain-stream  comes  roaring  down,  and  sends 
its  waters  round  a  green  hill.  Four  mossy  stones,  in 
the  midst  of  \\'ithered  grass,  rear  their  heads  on  the 
top.  Two  trees,  which  the  storms  have  bent,  spread 
their  whisthng  branches  around.  This  is  thy  dwell- 
ing, Erragon;*  this  thy  narrow  bouse;  the  sound  of 
thy  s'iclls  bave  been  long  forgot  in  Sora.  Thy  shield 
is  become  dark  in  thy  hall.  Erragon,  king  of  ships! 
chief  of  distant  Sora !  how  hast  thou  fallen  on  our 
mountains?  How  is  the  mighty  low?  Son  of  the 
secret  cell!  dost  thou  delight  in  songs?  Hear  the 
battle  of  Loia.  The  sound  of  its  steel  is  long  since 
past.  So  thunder  on  the  darkened  hill  roars  and  is 
na  more.  The  sun  returns  with  bis  silent  beams. 
The  glilteruig  rocks,  and  green  heads  of  the  moun- 
tains smile. 

The  bay  of  Cona  received  our  ships  f  from  Erin's 
rolling  waves.  Our  white  sheets  hung  loose  to  the 
masts.  The  boisterous  winds  roared  behind  the 
groves  of  Morven.  The  horn  of  the  king  is  sounded  ; 
the  deer  start  from  their  rocks.  Our  arrows  flew  in 
the  woods.   The  feast  of  the  hiil  is  spread.     Our  joy 

*  Evngon,  or  Ferg-tlionn,  s-ijnifies /Ae  ragf  nf /.>,e -unves  ;  probjljly  a 
poetiral  name  given  him  by  (Jssian  himself;  fur  he  gQcsby  ihe  nawie  •f 
Annir  in  iradition. 

+  Tl-.is  was  at  Fingal's  return  from  his  war  against  Swarao. 
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was  great  on  our  rocks,  for  the  fall  of  the  terrible 
Swaraii.  Two  heroes  were  forgot  at  our  feast.  The 
rage  of  their  bosoms  burned.  They  rolled  their  red 
eyes  in  secret.  The  sigh  bursts  from  their  breasts. 
They  were  seen  to  talk  together,  and  to  tinow  their 
spears  on  earth.  They  were  two  dark  clouds,  in  the 
midst  of  our  joy ;  like  pillars  of  mist  on  the  settled 
sea.  They  glitter  to  the  sun,  but  the  mariners  fear 
a  storm. 

'"  Raise  my  white  sails,"  said  Ma-ronnan,  raise 
tliera  to  the  winds  of  the  west.  Let  us  rush,  O 
Aldo!  through  the  foam  of  the  northern  wave.  We 
are  forgot  at  the  feast ;  but  our  arms  have  been  red 
in  blood.  Let  us  leave  the  hills  of  Fingal,  and  serve 
the  king  of  Sora.  His  countenance  is  fierce.  War 
darkens  around  his  spear.  Let  us  be  renowned,  O 
Aldo,  in  the  battles  of  other  lands !" 

They  took  their  swords,  their  shields  of  thongs. 
They  rushed  to  Luraar's  resounding  bay.  They  came 
to  Sora's  haughty  king,  the  chief  of  bounding  steeds. 
Enagon  had  returned  from  the  chace.  His  spear  was 
red  in  blood.  He  bent  his  dark  face  to  the  ground; 
and  whistled  as  he  went.  He  took  the  strangers  to 
his  feasts:  they  fought  and  conquered  in  his  wars. 

Aldo  returned  with  his  fame  towards  Sora's  lofty 
walls.  From  her  tower  looked  the  spouse  of  Erra- 
gon,  the  humid,  rolling  eyes  of  Lorma.  Her  yellow 
hair  flies  on  tl:e  wind  of  ocean.     Her  white  breast 
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heaves,  like  snow  on  lieatli;  when  the  gentle  winds 
arise,  and  slowly  move  it  in  the  light.  She  saw  young 
Aldo,  like  the  beam  of  Sora's  setting  sun.  Her  soft 
heart  sighed.  Tears  filled  her  eyes.  Her  white  arm 
supported  her  head.  Three  days  she  sat  within  the 
hall,  and  covered  her  grief  with  joy.  On  the  fourth 
she  fled  with  the  hero,  along  the  troubled  sea.  They 
came  to  Cona's  mossy  towers,  to  Fingal  kmg  of  spears. 
"  Aldo  of  the  heart  of  pride!"  said  Fingal  rising 
in  wrath :  "  shall  I  defend  thee  from  the  rage  of 
Sora's  injured  king?  who  will  now  receive  my  people 
into  their  halls?  Who  will  give  the  feast  of  strangers, 
since  Aldo,  of  the  little  soul,  has  dishonoured  my 
name  in  Sora?  Go  to  thy  hills,  thou  feeble  hand! 
Go:  hide  thee  in  thy  caves.  Mournful  is  the  battle 
we  must  fight,  with  Sora's  gloomy  king.  Spirit  of 
the  noble  Trennior!  When  will  Fingal  cease  to  fight? 
I  was  born  in  the  midst  of  battles,*  and  my  steps 
must  move  in  blood  to  the  tomb.  But  my  hand  did 
not  injure  the  weak,  my  steel  did  not  touch  the  fee- 
ble in  arms.  I  behold  thy  tempests,  O  Morven ! 
which  will  overturn  my  halls;  when  my  children  are 
dead  in  battle,  and  none  remains  to  dwell  in  Selma. 
Then  will  the  feeble  come,  but  they  will  not  know 
my  tomb.  My  renown  is  only  in  song.  My  deeds 
shall  be  as  a  dream  to  future  times !" 

*  Comhal  ihe  father  of  Fingil  was  slain  in  battle,  against  llie  tribe  of 
Movni,  liie  very  day  thai  Fingal  was  born :  so  that  lie  may,  with  propii^ly^ 
be  saiJ  lo  liave  been  born  in  ihe  r/iid.tof  biillks. 
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His  people  gathered  aroiuid  Eiragoii,  as  the  storms 
round  the  ghost  of  night;  when  he  calls  them,  from 
the  top  of  Morven,  and  prepares  to  pour  them  on  the 
land  of  the  stranger.  He  came  to  the  shore  of  Cona. 
He  sent  his  bard  to  the  king;  to  demand  the  combat 
of  thousands;  or  the  land  of  many  hills!  Fingal  sat 
hi  his  hall  with  tlie  friends  of  his  youth  around  him. 
The  young  heroes  were  at  the  chace,  far  distant  in 
the  desert.  The  grey-haired  chiefs  talked  of  other 
times  ;  of  the  actions  of  their  youth  ;  when  the  aged 
Nar tmor  *  came,  the  chief  of  streamy  Lora. 

"  This  is  no  time,"  said  Kartmor,  "  to  hear  the 
songs  of  other  years:  Erragon  frowns  on  the  coast, 
and  lifts  ten  thousand  swords.  Gloomy  is  the  king 
among  his  chiefs!  he  is  like  the  darkened  moon, 
amidst  the  meteors  of  night;  when  they  sail  along 
her  skirts,  and  give  the  light  that  has  failed  o'er  her 
orb."  "  Come,"  said  Fingal,  "  from  thy  hall,  come 
daughter  of  my  love:  come  from  thy  hall,  Bosmina.t 
maid  of  streamy  Monen !  Nartmor,  take  the  steeds 
of  the  strangers.  Attend  the  daughter  of  Tingal !  Let 
her  bid  the  king  of  Sora  to  our  feast,  to  Selma's 
shaded  wall.  Ofler  him,  O  Bosmina!  the  peace  of 
heroes,  and  the  wealth  of  generous  Aldo.  Our  youths 
arc  far  distant.  Age  is  on  our  trembling  hands  I" 
She  came  to  the  host  of  Erragon,  like  a  beam  of 

*  Neart-mor,  g>'i':t  j!ifi!g:h.     LorJ,  noi-y. 

r.oi-mhma,  ^oj'i  ,1/iJ UiiMr /i.i/i(i.    Slie  was  the  youngest  of  Fingal"s 
eliildren. 
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light  to  a  cloud.  In  her  right  hand  was  seen  a  spark- 
ling shell.  In  her  left  an  arrow  of  gold.  The  lirst, 
the  joyful  mark  of  peace!  The  latter,  the  sign  of 
war.  Erragon  brightened  in  her  presence  as  a  rock, 
before  the  sudden  beams  of  the  sun  ;  when  they  issue 
from  a  broken  cloud,  divided  by  the  roaring  wind! 

"  Sonof  tlie  distant  Sora,"  began  the  mildly  blush- 
ing maid,  "  come  to  the  feast  of  Morven's  king,  to 
Selma's  shaded  walls.  Take  the  peace  of  heroes,  O 
warrior!  Let  the  dark  sword  rest  by  thy  side. 
Chusest  thou  the  wealth  of  kings  ?  Then  hear  the 
words  of  generous  Aldo.  He  gives  to  Erragon  au 
hundred  steeds,  the*  children  of  the  rein:  an  hundred 
maids  from  distant  lands;  an  hundred  hawks  with 
fluttering  wing,  that  fly  across  the  sky.  An  hun- 
dred *  girdles  shall  als.o  be  thine,  to  bind  high- 
bosomed  maids.  The  friends  of  the  births  of  he- 
roes. The  cure  of  the  sons  of  toil.  Ten  shells 
studded  with  gems  shall  siiine  n  Sora's  towers:  the 
bright  water  trembles  on  their  stars,  and  seems  to 
be  sparkling  wine.  They  gladdened  once  the  kings 
of  tlie  world,!  in  the  midst  of  their  echoing  halls. 
These,    O  hero!    sliall  be  thine;    or  thy  white-bo- 

*  Sanctified  girdl','S,  till  very  lately,  were  kepi  in  many  families  in  tlie 
north  of  Scotland;  they  were  bound  about  women  in  labour,  and  were 
.,';\.il)poied'  to  alleviate  their  pains,  and  to  accelerate  the  biith.  They  were 
impressed  widt  several  mystical  figures,  and  tlic  ceremony  of  binding  ihem 
about  the  woman's  waist,  was  accompaaicdwith  v.ords  and  gestures  wliich 
shewed  the  cu-tom  to  have  come  originally  fiora  ll'.e  DiLiids. 

+  The  Roman  emperi.s=. 
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♦omed  spouse.  Lorma  shall  roll  her  bright  eyes 
m  thy  halls:  though  Fingal  loves  the  generous 
Aldo :  Fingal !  who  never  injured  a  hero,  though 
his  arm  is  strong !" 

"  Soft  voice  of  Cona!''  replied  the  king,  "  tell 
him,  he  spreads  his  feast  in  vain.  Let  Fingal  pour 
his  spoils  around  me.  Let  him  bend  beneath  ray 
pow  er.  Let  him  give  me  the  swords  of  his  fathers  : 
the  shields  of  oilier  times;  that  my  children  may  be- 
hold them  in  my  halls,  and  say,  "  These  are  the 
arms  of  Fingal."  "  Never  shall  they  behold  them 
in  thy  halls!"  said  the  rising  pride  of  the  maid. 
"  They  are  in  the  hands  of  heroes,  who  never  yielded 
in  war.  King  of  echoing  Sera !  the  storm  is  gather- 
ing on  our  hills.  Dost  thou  not  foresee  the  fall  of 
thy  people,  son  of  the  distant  land]" 

She  came  to  Selmas  silent  halls.  The  king  beheld 
her  downcast  eyes.  He  rose  from  his  place,  in  his 
strength.  He  shook  his  aged  locks.  He  took  the 
sounding  mail  of  Trenmor.  The  daik-brown  shield 
of  his  fathers.  Darkness  filled  Selma's  hall,  when  he 
stretched  his  hand  to  his  spear:  the  ghosts  of  thou- 
sands were  near,  and  foresaw  the  death  of  the  peo- 
ple. Terrible  joy  rose  in  the  face  of  the  aged  he- 
roes. They  rushed  to  meet  the  foe.  Their  thoughts 
are  on  the  deeds  of  Other  years  :  and  on  the  fame 
that  rises  from  death  ! 

Kow  at  Trathal's  ancient  tomb  the  do£;s  of  tlie 
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cliace  appeared.  Fingal  knew  that  his  young  heroes 
followed.  He  stopped  in  the  midst  of  his  course. 
Oscar  appeared  the  first ;  then  Morni's  son,  and  Ne- 
mi's  race.  Fercuth  *  shewed  his  gloomy  form.  Der- 
mid  spread  his  dark  hair  on  wind.  Ossian  came  the 
last.  I  hummed  the  song  of  other  times.  My  spear 
supported  my  steps  over  the  little  streams.  My 
thoughts  were  of  mighty  men,  Fingal  struck  his 
bossy  shield;  and  gave  the  dismal  sign  of  war.  A 
thousand  swords  at  once  unsheathed,  gleam  on  the 
waving  hetitli.  Thrce  grey-haired  sons  of  song,  raise 
the  tuneful,  mournful  voice.  Deep  and  dark  with 
sounding  steps,  we  rush,  a  gloomy  ridge,  along:  like 
the  sho\>'er  of  a  stoim,  w  hen  it  pours  on  a  narrow 
vaie. 

The  king  of  Morven  sat  on  his  hill.  The  sun  beam 
of  battle  flew  on  the  wind.  The  friends  of  his  youth 
are  near,  with  all  their  waving  locks  of  age.  Joy  rose 
in  the  hero's  e}cs  when  he  beheld  his  sons  in  war: 
when  he  saw  us  amidst  the  lightning  of  swords,  luind- 
ful  of  the  deeds  of  our  fathers.  Erragon  came  on, 
in  his  strength,  like  the  roar  of  a  winter  stream.  Tlje 
battle  falls  around  his  steps:  dealh  dimly  stalks  along 
by  his  side! 

"  Who  comes,"  said  Fingal,  "  like  the  bounding 
roe,  like  the  hart  of  echoing  Cona?     His  shield  glit- 


*  Ft-.r-cu:ti,  the  sa-.ns  w'lli  Fei  jus,/Af  m  m  of  the  icsri/,  or  a  command; 
■  an  aruiv. 
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tsrs  on  his  side.  The  chuig  of  his  armour  is  inourii- 
tiil.  He  meets  with  Erragon  in  the  strife!  Be- 
hold the  battle  of  the  chiefs!  It  is  like  the  contend- 
ing of  ghosts  in  a  gloomy  storm.  But  fallest  thou, 
son  of  the  hill,  and  is  thy  white  bosom  stained  with 
blood  I  Weep,  unhappy  Lorma,  Aldo  is  no  more !'' 
The  king  took  the  spear  of  his  strength.  He  was  sad 
for  the  tall  of  Aldo.  He  bent  his  deathful  eyes  on 
the  foe:  but  Gaul  met  the  khig  of  Sora.  ^Yho  can 
relate  the  fight  of  the  chiefs  ?  The  mighty  stranger 
fell! 

"  Sons  of  Cona  !"  Fingal  cried  aloud,  "  stop  the 
liand  of  death.  Mighty  was  he  that  is  low.  Much 
is  he  mourned  in  Sora!  Tne  stranger  will  come 
towards  his  hall,  and  wonder  why  it  is  so  silent.  The 
king  is  fallen,  O  stranger.  The  joy  of  his  house  is 
ceased.  Listen  to  the  sound  of  his  woods.  Perhaps 
his  ghost  is  murmuring  there  !  But  he  is  far  distant, 
on  Morven,  beneath  the  sword  of  a  foreign  foe." 
Such  were  the  words  of  Fingal,  w  hen  the  bard  raised 
the  song  of  peace.  We  stopped  our  uplifted  swords. 
We  spared  the  feeble  foe.  We  laid  Erragon  in  a 
tomb.  I  raised  the  voice  of  grief.  The  ctouds  of 
night  came  rolling  down.  Tiie  ghost  of  Erragon  ap- 
peared to  some.  His  face  w  as  cloudy  and  dark  ;  en 
lialf-formed  sigh  is  in  lijs  breast.  "  Blest  be  thy 
soul,  O  king  of  Sora!  thine  arm  was  terrible  in  war  !'' 

Eornia  sat,  in  Aldo''*  hall.     She  sat  at  the  light  of 
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a  flaming  oak.  The  night  came  down,  but  he  did  noi 
return.  The  soul  of  Lorma  is  sad !  •'  What  detains 
thee,  hunter  of  Cona?  Thou  didst  promise  to  return. 
Has  the  deer  been  distant  far?  do  the  dark  winds 
sigh,  round  thee,  on  the  lieath  1  I  ran  in  the  land  of 
strangers,  who  is  my  friend,  but  Aldo?  Come  from 
thy  sounding  hills,  O  my  best  beloved  \" 

Her  eyes  are  turned  toward  the  gate.  S!ie  listens 
to  the  rustling  blast.  She  thinks  it  is  Aldo's  tread. 
Joy  rises  in  her  face!  But  sorrow  returns  again,  like 
a  thin  cloud  on  the  moon.  "  Wilt  thou  not  return, 
my  love?  Let  me  behold  the  face  of  the  hill.  The 
moon  is  in  the  east.  Calm  and  bright  is  the  breast  of 
the  lake  !  When  shall  I  behold  his  dogs,  returning 
from  the  chare?  When  shall  I  hear  his  voice,  loud 
and  distant  on  t!;e  wind?  Come  from  thy  sounding 
hills,  hunter  of  v.oody  Cona!"  His  thin  ghost  ap- 
peared, on  a  ro;k,  like  a  watry  beam  of  feeble  light: 
V/hen  the  inoon  rushes  sudden  from  between  two 
clouds,  and  the  midnight  shower  is  on  the  field!  She 
followed  the  empty  form  over  the  heath.  She  knew 
that  her  hero  fell.  I  heard  her  ap|)ioaching  cries  on 
the  wind,  like  the  mournful  Aoice  of  the  breeze, 
when  it  sighs  on  the  grass  of  the  cave  ! 

She  came.  She  found  her  hero!  Her  voice  was 
heard  no  more.  Silent  she  rolled  her  eyes.  She  was 
pale,  and  wildly  sad  !  Few  were  her  days  on  Cona. 
She  sunk  into  the  tontb.  Fingal  commanded  his  bard* 
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*hey  smig  over  the  death  of  Lorma.  The  daughters 
of  Morven  mourned  her,  for  one  day  in  the  year, 
when  the  dark  winds  of  autumn  returned! 

Son  of  the  distant  hvnd !  *  Thou  dwellest  in  the 
field  of  fame !  O  let  thy  song  arise,  at  times,  in  praise 
of  tliose  who  fell.  Let  their  thin  ghosts  rejoice  around 
thee;  and  the  soul  of  Lorma  come  on  a  feeble  beam:t 
when  thou  liest  down  to  rest,  and  the  moon  looks 
into  thy  cave.  Then  shalt  thou  see  her  lovely;  but 
the  tear  is  still  on  her  cheek ! 


•  The  iioct  addresses  himself  to  the  Cuklee. 

+  Be  thou  on  a  moon-beam,  O  Morna,  neai  the  window  of  my  rest;  when 
piy  thoughts  are  of  peace  ;  and  the  din  of  arms  is  past. — ringal,  U.  I. 
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Cairbar,  the  son  of  Borbai-dutliul,  lord  of  Atha  in  Connaught, 
the  most  potent  chief  of  tlie  race  of  tiie  Firbolg,  having 
murdered,  at  Tcmora  the  royal  palace,  Coiinac,  the  son  of 
Artho,  the  young  king  of  Ireland,  usurped  the  throne.  Cor- 
mac  was  lineally  descended  from  Conar  the  son  of  Trenmor, 
the  great  grandfather  of  Fingal,  king  of  those  Caledonians 
who  inhabited  tlic  western  coast  of  Scotland.  Fingal  re^ 
sented  tlie  behaviour  of  Caubar,  and  resolved  to  pass  over 
into  Ireland,  with  an  army,  to  re-establish  the  royal  family 
on  tlie  Irish  throne.  Eaily  intelligence  of  his  designs  com- 
ing to  Cairbar,  he  assembled  some  of  his  tribes  in  Ulster,  and 
at  the  same  time  ordered  his  brother  Cathmor  to  follow  him 
speedily  with  an  array,  from  Temora.  Such  was  the  situa- 
tion of  affairs  when  the  Caledonian  invaders  appeared  on  tlie 
coast  of  Ulster. 

The  poem  opens  in  the  morning.  Cairbar  is  represented 
as  retired  from  the  rest  of  the  army,  when  one  of  his  scouts 
brought  him  news  of  the  landing  of  Fingal.  He  assembles 
a  coimcil  of  his  chief's.  Foldath  the  chief  of  Moma  haugh- 
tily despises  the  enemy ;  and  is  reprimanded  warmly  by  Mal- 
thos.  Cairbar,  after  hearing  their  debate,  orders  a  feast  to 
be  prepared,  to  which,  by  his  bard  Olla,  he  invites  Oscar 
tlie  son  of  Ossian ;  resolving  to  pick  a  quarrel  with  that  hero 
and  so  have  some  pretext  for  killing  Inm.  Oscar  came  to 
the  feast;  the  quarrel  happened;  the  followers  of  both 
fought,  and  Ci\irbar  and  Oscar  fell  by  nmtual  wounds.  The 
noise  of  the  battle  reached  Fingal's  anny.  The  king  came 
on,  to  the  rehcf  of  Oscar,  and  the  Irish  fell  back  to  the  anny 
of  Cathmor,  who  was  advanced  to  the  banks  of  the  river 
Lubar,  on  the  heath  of  Moi-lena.  Fingal,  after  mourning 
over  his  grandson,  ordered  Ullin  the  chief  of  his  bards  to 
carry  his  bo(!y  to  Morven,  to  be  there  interred.  Night  com- 
ing on,  Althan,  the  son  of  Conachar,  relates  to  the  king  the 
f^articulars  of  the  murder  of  Cormac.  Fillan,  the  son  of 
Fingal,  is  sent  to  observe  the  motions  of  Cathmor  by  night, 
which  concludes  the  action  of  the  first  day.  The  scene  of 
this  book  is  a  plain,  near  the  hill  of  ]\Iora,  which  rosti  on  tiiu 
borders  of  the  heath  of  Moi-lena,  in  Ulster. 
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The  blue  waves  of  Erin  roll  in  light.  The  moun- 
!ains  are  covered  with  day.  Trees  shake  their  dusky 
iieads,  in  the  breeze.  Grey  torrents  pour  their  noisy 
streams.  Two  green  hills,  with  aged  oaks,  surround 
a  narrow  plain.  The  blue  course  of  a  stream  is  there. 
On  its  banks  stood  Cairbar  *  of  Atha.  His  spear  sui> 
ports  the  king:  the  red  eye  of  his  fear  is  sad.  Cor- 
luac  rises  in  his  soul,  with  all  his  ghastly  wounds. 
The  grey  form  of  the  youth  appears  in  darkness^ 
Blood  pours  from  his  airy  sides.  Cairbar  thrice  threw 
his  spear  on  earth.  Thrice  he  stroaked  his  beard. 
His  steps  are  short.     He  often  stops.     He  tosses  his 

*  Cairbar,  the  son  of  Borbar-duthul,  was  descendedlineally  from  Lathon 
the  chief  of  the  Kirbolg,  the  first  colony  who  settled  in  the  south  of  Ireland. 
Tlie  Gael  were  in  possession  of  the  northern  coast  of  (hit  kingdom,  and  the 
first  monarchs  of  Ireland  were  of  their  race.  Hence  arose  those  differences 
between  the  two  nations,  which  terminated,  at  last,  in  the  murder  of  Cor- 
macandihe  usurpation  of  Cairbar,  lord  of  Atha,  who  is  mentioned  ia  tjiis 
place. 
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sinewy  arms.  He  is  like  a  cloud  in  the  desert,  vary- 
ing its  form  to  every  blast.  The  valleys  are  sad 
around,  and  fear,  by  turns,  the  shower!  The  king, 
at  length,  resumed  his  soul.  He  took  his  pointed 
spear.  He  turned  his  eye  to  Moi-leua.  The  scouts 
of  blue  ocean  came.  They  came  with  steps  of  fear, 
and  often  looked  behind.  Cairbar  knew  that  the 
mighty  were  near !     He  called  his  gloomy  chiefs. 

The  sounding  steps  of  his  warriors  came.  They 
drew,  at  once,  their  swords.  There  IMor-lath  *  stood 
with  darkened  face.  Hidalla's  long  hair  sighs  in  wind . 
Red-haired  Cormar  bends  on  his  spear,  and  rolls  his 
side-long-looking  eyes.  Wild  is  the  look  of  Malthos 
from  beneath  two  shaggy  brow?;.  Foldath  stands, 
like  an  oozy  rock,  that  covers  its  dark  sides  with  foam. 
His  spear  is  like  Slimora's  fir,  that  meets  the  wind  of 
heaven.  His  shield  is  marked  with  the  strokes  of 
battle.  His  red  eye  despises  disnger.  These  and  a 
thousand  other  chiefs  surroundeil  the  king  of  Erin, 
when  the  scout  of  ocean  came,  Mor-annal,t  from 
streamy  Moi-lena.  His  eyes  liang  forward  from  his 
face.     His  lips  are  trembling,  pule ! 

*  Uor-\ai\\,  greatin  the  day  nf  battle.  HiAulU,^  miUIjf  looting  hero.  Cor- 
mar, expert  at  sea.    Mal-thos,  slo-ai  to  speak,     Foldatli,  generous. 

foldath,  who  is  here  strongly  marked,  makes  j  great  liijure  in  the  sequel 
of  the  poem.  His  fierce,  uncomplying  character,  is  sustained  througliout. 
He  seems,  from  a  passage  in  the  second  Ijook,  to  have  been  Cairbar's 
Sreatest  confidant,  and  to  have  had  a  principal  hand  in  the  consjjiracy 
against  Cormac  king  of  Ireland.  His  tribe  was  on.-  of  the  most  consider- 
aule  of  the  race  of  the  Firbolg. 

■y  Mof-annal,  strong  breath  ;  a  very  proper  name  f  )i  a  scout. 
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"  Do  the  chiefs  of  Erin  stand,"  he  said,  "  silent 
Rs  the  grove  of  evening  ?  Stand  they,  like  a  silent 
wood,  and  Fingal  on  the  coast?  Fingal,  who  is  ter- 
rible in  battle,  the  king  of  streamy  Morten!"  "  Hast 
thou  seen  the  warrior]"  said  Caiibar  with  a  sigh, 
"  Are  his  heroes  many  on  the  coast  1  Lifts  he  the 
spear  of  battle  1  Or  comes  the  king  in  peace  T  "  lu 
peace  he  comes  not,  king  of  Erin!  I  have  seen  his 
forward  spear.*  It  is  a  meteor  of  death.  The  blood 
of  thousands  is  on  its  steel.  He  came  first  to  the 
shore,  strong  in  the  grey  hair  of  age.  Full  rose  his 
sinewy  limbs,  as  he  strode  in  his  might.  That  sword 
iS  bv  his  side,  which  gives  no  second  f  wound.  Hi# 
shield  is  terrible,  like  the  bloody  moon,  ascending 
through  a  storm.  Then  came  Ossian  king  of  songs. 
Then  IMorni's  son,  the  first  of  men.  Connal  leaps 
forward  on  hLs  spear.  Dermid  spreads  his  dark- 
brown  locks.  Fillan  bends  his  bow,  the  young  hun- 
ter of  streamy  IMomth.  But  who  is  that  before  them, 
like  the  terrible  course  of  a  stream !  It  is  the  sou  of 
Ossian,  bright  between  his  locks!   His  long  hair  falls 

•  Mor-annal  here  alludes  to  the  particular  appearance  of  Fingal's  spear. 
If  a  man,  upon  his  first  landing  in  a  strange  country,  kept  the  point  of  his 
spear  forward,  it  denoted  in  those  days  tliat  he  came  in  a  hostile  manner, 
and  accordingly  he  was  treated  as  an  enemy  }  if  he  kept  the  point  behind 
him,  it  was  a  token  of  friendship,  and  he  was  immediately  invited  to  the 
feast,  according  to  tlie  hospitality  of  the  times. 

+  This  was  the  famous  sword  of  Fingal,  made  by  Luno,  a  smith  of  Loch- 
lin,  and  after  liim  poetically  called  the  s»n  of  Luno :  it  is  said  of  this  swor^, 
that  it  killed  a  man  at  every  itroke ;  and  that  Fingal  never  used  it  but  in 
times  ef  the  greatest  daDger. 
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on  his  back.  His  dark  brows  are  half-inclosed  irj- 
steel.  His  sword  hangs  loose  on  his  side.  His  spear 
glitters  as  he  moves.  I  fled  from  his  terrible  eyes, 
king  of  high  Temora !" 

"  Then  fly,  thou  feeble  man,"  said  Foldath's 
gloomy  wrath.  "  Fly  to  the  grey  streams  of  thy 
land,  son  of  the  little  soul !  Have  not  1  seen  that 
Oscar?  I  beheld  the  chief  in  war.  He  is  of  the 
mighty  in  danger :  but  there  are  others  who  lift  the 
spear.  Erin  has  many  sons  as  brave,  king  of  Temora 
of  Groves !  Let  Foldath  meet  him  in  liis  strength. 
Let  me  stop  this  mighty  stream.  INIy  spear  is  co- 
vered with  blood.  My  shield  is  like  the  wall  of 
Tura!" 

'•  Shall  Foldath  *  alone  meet  the  foe  1"  replied  the 
dark-browed  Malthos.  "  Are  they  not  on  our  coast, 
like  the  waters  of  many  streams?  Are  not  these  the 
chiefs,  who  vanquished  Swaran,  when  the  sons  of 
green  Erin  fled?  Shall  Foldath  meet  their  bravest 
hero  ?  Foldath  of  the  heart  of  pride !  take  the 
strength  of  the  people  !  and  let  IMalthos  come.  My 
sword  is  red  with  slaughter,  but  \\ho  has  heaid  my 
words  T't 


*  The  opposite  cliaraclers  of  Foldath  and  Malihos  are  strongly  marked 
in  subsequent  parts  ot  the  poem.  They  appear  always  in  opposition.  The 
feuds  between  their  families,  which  were  the  source  of  their  hatred  to  one 
another,  are  mentioned  in  other  poems. 

+  That  is,  who  has  heard  my  vaunting ;  He  rntended  the  expression  as 
a  rebukt  to  the  self-praise  of  Foldath. 
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"  Sons  of  green  Erin,"  said  Hidalla,*  "  let  not 
Fingal  hear  your  words.  The  foe  might  rejoice,  and 
his  arm  be  strong  in  the  land.  Ye  are  brave,  O  war- 
riors !  Ye  are  tempests  in  war.  Ye  are,  hke  storms, 
which  meet  the  rocks  without  fear,  and  overturn  the 
woods.  But  let  us  move  in  our  strength,  slow  as  a 
gathered  cloud  !  Then  shall  the  mighty  tremble  ; 
the  spear  shall  fall  from  the  hand  of  the  valiant.  We 
see  the  cloud  of  death,  they  will  say,  while  shadows 
fly  over  their  face.  Fingal  will  mourn  m  his  age.  He 
shall  behold  his  flying  fame.  The  steps  of  his  chiefs 
will  cease  in  Morven.  The  moss  of  years  shall  grow 
in  Selma." 

Cairbar  heard  their  words,  in  silence,  like  the 
cloud  of  a  shower;  it  stands  dark  on  Cromla,  till 
the  lightning  bursts  its  side.  The  valley  gleams 
with  heaven's  flame;  the  spirits  of  the  storm  re- 
joice. So  stood  the  silent  king  of  Temora;  at 
length  his  words  broke  forth.  "  Spread  the  feast 
on  Moi-lena.  Let  my  hundred  bards  attend.  Thou 
red-haired  011a,  take  the  harp  of  the  king.  Go  to 
Oscar,  chief  of  swords.  Bid  Oscar  to  our  joy. 
To-day  we  feast  and  hear  the  song:  to-morrovr 
break  the  spears!  Tell  him  that  I  have  raised* 
the  tomb  of  Catbol;t   that  bards  gave  his  friend  to 

*  Hidalla  was  the  chief  of  Clonra,  a  small  district  on  the  banks  of  ihtf 
Ia'<e  of  Lego  The  beauty  ot  his  person,  his  eloquence,  and  geniub  for  poe- 
try, are  afterwards  mentioned. 

f  Cathol,  the  sua  of  Maronnan,  or  Moran,  was  murdered  by  CairbaF 
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the  winds.  Tell  liini  that  Cairbar  has  heard  of  his 
fame,  at  the  stream  of  resoundhig  Canni.*  Cathmorf 
my  brother  is  not  here.  He  is  not  here  with  his  thou- 
sands, and  our  arms  are  weak.  Cathmor  is  a  foe  to 
strife  at  the  feast!  His  soul  is  bright  as  that  sun! 
But  Cairbar  must  fight  with  Oscar,  chiefs  of  woody 
Temora!  His  words  for.  Cathol  were  many:  the 
wrath  of  Cairbar  burns.  He  sliall  fall  on  Moi-lena. 
My  fame  shall  rise  in  blood." 

Their  faces  brightened  round  with  joy.  They  spread 
9ver  Moi  lena.  The  feast  of  shells  is  prepared.  The 
songs  of  bards  arise.  The  chiefs  of  Selma  heard  their 
joy.  I      We    thought  that   mighty    Cathmor   came. 

for  his  attachment  to  the  family  of  Cormac.  He  had  attended  Oscar  to  the 
xuaro//«/j-Mo«rt,  where  they  contracted  a  great  friendship  for  one  ano- 
ther. Oscar,  immediately  afier  the  death  of  Cathol,  had  sent  a  formal 
challenge  to  Cairbar,  wliich  he  prudently  declined,  but  conceived  a  secret 
hatred  against  Oscar,  and  liad  beforehand  contrived  to  kill  him  at  the  feast, 
to  which  he  here  invites  him. 

*  He  alludes  to  the  battle  o{  Oscav  ss^'inst  Caros,  ki/ig  of  ships  ;  who  is 
Supposed  to  be  the  same  with  Carausius  the  usurper. 

+  CathmoT,  great  In  batt/e,  the  son  of  Borbar-duthul,  and  brother  of 
Cairbar,  king  of  Irelaftd,  had,  before  the  insurrection  of  the  Tirbolg,  passed 
over  into  Inis-huna,  supposed  to  be  a  i)ait  of  South  Britain,  to  assist  Con- 
mor,  king  of  that  place,  against  his  enemies.  Cahmor  was  successful  in 
the  war,  but,  in  the  course  of  it,  Conmor  was  either  killed,  or  died  a  natu- 
ral death.  Cairbar,  upon  intelligence  of  the  designs  of  fingal  to  dethrone 
him,  had  dispatched  a  messenger  for  Catlimor,  wlio  relumed  into  Ireland 
a  few  days  before  the  opening  of  the  -,:of  m. 

Cairbar  here  takes  advantage  of  his  brother's  absence,  to  perpetrate  his 
tingenerous  designs  against  Oscar  ;  for  the  noble  spirit  of  Cathliior,  had  he 
been  present,  would  not  have  permitted  the  laws  of  that  hospitality,  for 
which  he  was  so  renowned  himself,  to  be  violated.  The  brothers  form  a 
contrast:  we  do  not  detest  the  mean  soul  of  Cairbar  more,  than  we  admird 
the  disinterested  and  generous  mind  of  Cathmor. 

*  Fingal's  army  heard  tlie  joy  that  was  in  Cairbar's  camp.  The  character 
given  of  Cathmor  is  agreeable  to  the  times.  Some,  through  ostentation, 
Ivere  hospitable  j  and  others  fell  naturally  into  a  custom  handed  down  from 


A    POEM.  171 

Cathmor  the  friend  of  strangers  !  the  brother  of  red- 
iiaired  Cairbar.  Their  souls  were  not  tlie  same.  The 
light  of  heaven  was  in  the  bosom  of  Cathmor.  His 
towers  rose  on  the  banks  of  Atha;  seven  paths  led  to 
his  halls.  Seven  chiefs  stood  on  the  paths,  and  called 
the  stranger  to  the  feast !  But  Cathmor  dwelt  in  the 
wood,  to  shun  the  voice  of  praise  ! 

Olla  came  with  his  songs.  Oscar  went  to  Cairbar's 
feast.  Three  hundred  warriors  strode  along  Moi-lena 
ef  the  streams.  The  grey  dogs  bounded  on  the 
lieath:  their  howling  reached  afar.  Fingal  saw  the 
departing  hero.  The  soul  of  the  king  was  sad.  He 
dreaded  Cairbar's  gloomy  thoughts,  amid  the  feast  of 
shells.  My  son  raised  high  the  spear  of  Cormac.  An 
hundred  bards  met  him  with  songs.  Cairbar  con- 
cealed, with  smiles,  the  death  that  was  dark  in  his 

from  their  ancestors.  But  what  marks  strongly  the  character  of  Cjthmor, 
is  his  aversion  to  praise  ;  for  lie  is  represented  to  dwell  in  a  wood  to  avoid 
the  thanks  of  his  guests;  which  is  still  a  higher  degree  of ;  generosity  than 
thatof  Axjlus  in  Homer:  for  (he  poet  does  not  say,  but  the  good  man 
might,  at  the  head  of  liis  own  table,  have  heard  with  pleasure  the  praise 
bestowed  on  him  by  the  people  he  entertained. 

No  nation  in  the  world  carried  hospitality  to  a  greater  length  than  the  an- 
cient Scots.  It  was  even  infamous,  for  many  ages,  in  a  man  of  condition, 
to  have  ihe  door  of  his  house  shut  at  all,  kit,  as  the  bards  express  it,  the 
itranser  should  corne  and  behold  his  contracted  sou}.  Some  of  the  chiefs 
were  possessed  of  this  hospitable  disposition  to  an  extravagant  degree  ;  and 
the  bards,  perhaps  upon  a  private  account,  never  failed  to  recommend  it. 
in  their  eulogiums.  Cean  u'ui^  na  dia\  or,  the  point  to  ■which  all  the  mads 
of  the  strangers  had,  was  an  invariable  epithet  given  by  them  to  the  chiefs; 
on  the  contrary,  they  distinguished  the  inhospitable  by  the  title  of  the  cloud 
which  the  strarisers  shun.  This  last,  however,  was  so  uncommon,  that  in  all 
the  old  poems  1  have  ever  met  with,  I  found  but  one  man  branded  with 
this  ignominious  appellation;  and  that,  perhaps, only  founded  upon  a  pii- 
vote  quarrel,  which  subsisted  between  liim  and  the  jjatron  uf  the  b»rJ 
who  wrote  the  poem. 
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soul.  The  feast  is  spread.  The  shells  resound.  Joy 
brightens  the  face  of  the  host.  But  it  was  like  the 
parting  beam  of  the  sun,  when  he  is  to  hide  his  red 
bead  in  a  storm  ! 

Cairbar  rises  in  his  arms.  Darkness  gathers  on  his 
brow.  The  hundred  harps  cease  at  once.  The 
clang  *  of  shields  is  heard.  Far  distant  on  the  heath 
011a  raised  a  song  of  woe.  My  son  knew  the  sign  of 
death ;  and  rising  seized  his  spear.  "  Oscar,"  said 
Ihe  dark-red  Cairbar,  "  I  behold  the  spear  f  of  Erin. 
The  spear  of  Temora  |  glitters  in  thy  band,  son  of 
woody  Morven!  It  was  the  pride  of  an  hundred  § 
kings.  The  death  of  heroes  of  old.  Yield  it,  son  of 
Ossian,  yield  it  to  car-borne  Cairbar !" 

"  Shall  I  yield,"  Oscar  replied,  "  the  gift  of  Erin's 
injured  king:  the  gift  of  fair-haired  Corniac,  when 
Oscar  scattered  his  foes  ?  I  came  to  Cormac's  halls 
of  joy,  when  Svvaran  fled  from  Fingal.  Gladness 
rose  in  the  face  of  youth.  He  gave  the  spear  of  Te- 
Inora.     Nor  did  he  give  it  to  the  feeble :  neither  to 

•  When  a  chief  was  determined  to  kill  a  person  already  in  Ins  power,  it 
was  usual  to  signify  that  his  death  was  intended,  by  the  sound  of  a  shielii 
struck  withlhebluntendof  aspear;  at  the  same  time  that  a  bard  at  a  dis- 
tance raised  the  death  song. 

+  Cormnc,  the  son  of  Arth,  had  given  the  spear,  which  is  here  tha 
foundation  of  the  quarrel,  to  Oscar,  when  he  came  to  congratulate  him 
uponSwaran's  being  expelled  fiom  Ireland. 

t  Ti'  mot  ■i'',  the  house  of  the  great  king,  the  name  of  the  royal  palace  ol 
the  supreme  kings  of  Ireland. 

i  Handled  here  is  an  indefinite  number,  and  is  only  intended  to  express 
a  great  many.  It  was  probably  tlie  hyperbolical  phrases  of  bards,  that  gave 
the  first  hint  to  the  Irish  Senachies  to  place  the  origin  of  their  monarchy 
ill  so  remote  a  period  as  they  have  done. 
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ihe  weak  in  soul.  The  darkness  of  thy  face  is  oo 
storm  to  nic  :  nor  are  thine  eyes  the  flame  of  death. 
Do  I  fear  thy  chmging  shieUl  ?  Tremble  I  at  OUa's 
song  ?  No  :  Cairbar,  frigliten  tiie  feeble  :  Oscar  is 
■4.  rock !" 

"  Wilt  thou  not  yield  the  spear?"  replied  the  rising 
pride  of  Cairbar.  "Are  thy  words  so  mighty,  because 
Fingal  is  near  ?  Fingal  with  aged  locks,  from  iMor- 
ven's  hundred  groves  !  He  has  fought  with  little 
men.  But  he  must  vanish  before  Cairbar,  like  a  thin 
ju'Uar  of  mist  before  the  winds  of  Atha!"  **  "  Were 
he  who  fought  with  little  men,  near  Atha's  haughty 
chief:  Atha's  chief  w  ould  yield  green  Erin  to  avoid 
his  rage !  Speak  not  of  the  mighty,  O  Cairbar ! 
Turn  thy  sword  on  me.  Our  strengtli  is  equal:  but 
Fingal  is  renowned!  the  first  of  mortal  men!" 

Their  people  saw  the  darkening  chiefs.  Their 
crowding  steps  are  heard  around.  Their  eyes  roll  in 
fire.  A  tlionsand  swords  are  half  unsheathed.  Red- 
haired  011a  raised  the  song  of  battle.  The  trembling 
joy  of  Ocar's  soul  arose :  the  wonted  joy  of  his  soul 
when  Fingal's  horn  was  heard.  Park  as  the  swell- 
ing wave  of  ocean  belbre  the  rising  winds,  when  it 
bends  its  head  near  the,  coast,  came  on  the  host  of 
Cairbar ! 

Daughter  of  Toscar!  t  why  that  tear?     He  is  not 

*  Atha,  shallow  river  i  the  name  of  Cairbar's  seat  in  Connaught. 
+  Malvina,  the  daughter  of  Toscar,  to  whom  is  addressed  that  part  of  tlia 
poem  which  related  to  ihe  death  of  Oscar  her  lover. 
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fallen  yet.     Many  were  the  deaths  of  his  arm  before 

my  hero  fell ! 

Behold  they  fall  before  my  son,  like  groves  in  the 
desert;  when  an  angry  ghost  rushes  through  night, 
and  takes  their  green  heads  in  his  hand  !  Morlath 
falls.  Maronnan  dies.  Conachar  trembles  in  his 
blood !  Cairbar  shrinks  before  Oscar's  sword !  he 
creeps  in  darkness  behind  a  stone.  He  lifts  the  spear 
in  secret;  he  pierces  my  Oscar's  side!  He  falls  for- 
ward on  his  shield:  his  knee  sustains  the  chief  But 
still  his  spear  is  in  his  hand.    See  gloomy  Cairbar  * 

*  The  Irish  historians  place  the  death  of  Cairbar,  in  the  latter  end  of  the 
third  century  :  they  say,  he  was  killed  in  battle  against  Oscar  the  son  of 
Ossian,  but  deny  that  he  fell  by  his  hand. 

:tis,  however,certatn,  tliattlie  Iiish  bards  disguise,  in  some  measure,  this 
part  of  their  histoiy.  An  Irish  poem  on  this  subject,  which,  undoubtedly, 
was  the  source  of  their  information,  concerning  the  battle  of  Gabhra,  where 
Cairbar  fell,  is  just  now  in  my  hands.  Asa  translation  of  the  poem  (which, 
though  evidently  no  very  ancient  composition,  does  not  want  poetical  me- 
rit) would  extend  this  note  to  too  great  a  lensjth,  I  shall  only  give  the  story 
of  it  in  brief,  with  some  extracts  from  the  original  Irish. 

Oscar,  says  the  Irish  bard,  was  invited  to  a  feast,  at  Teraora,  by  Cairbar 
king  of  Ireland.  A  dispute  arose  between  the  two  heroes,  concerning  the 
exchange  of  speais,  which  was  usually  made,  between  the  guests  and  tlieir 
host,  upon  such  occasions.  In  the  course  of  their  altercation,  Cairbar  said 
in  a  boastful  manner,  that  he  would  hunt  on  tlie  hills  of  Albion,  and  carry 
the  spoils  of  it  into  Ireland,  in  spite  of  all  the  efforts  of  its  inhabitants.  The 
original  words  are : 

Briathar  buan  sin;  Briathar  buan 

A  bheireadh  an  Cairbre  rua', 

Gu  tuga'  se  sealg,  agus  creach 

A  h'ALBIN  an  la'r  na  mhaireach. 

Oscar  replied,  that,  the  next  day,  he  himself  would  carry  into  Albion  the 
spoils  of  tlie  live  provmcesof  Ireland;  in  spite  of  the  opposition  of  Caijbar. 

Briathar  eile  an  aghai'  sin 

A  bheirea'  an  t'  Oscar,  og,  calma 

Gu'n  tugadhse  sealg  agus  creach 

Do  dh'ALBlN  an  la'r  na  mhaireach,  SiC. 
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falls!  The  steel  pierced  his  foreheatl,  ami  divided 
his  red  hair  behind.  He  hiy,  like  a  shattered  rock, 
which  Cronda  shakes  from  its  shaggy  s\^e  ;  when  the 
green-vallied  Erin  shakes  its  mountains,  from  sea  to 
sea! 

But  never  more  shall  Oscar  rise!  He  leans  on  his 
bossy  shield.  His  spear  is  in  his  terrible  hand.  Erin's 
sons  stand  distant  and  dark.  Their  shouts  arise,  like 
crowded  streams.  Moi-lena  echoes  wide.  Fingal 
heard  the  sound.  He  took  the  spear  of  Selma.  His 
steps  are  before  us  on  the  heath.  He  spoke  the 
words  of  woe.  "  I  hear  the  noise  of  war.  Young 
Oscar  is  alone.  Rise,  sons  of  Morven  :  join  the  hero's 
SAvord !" 

Ossian  rushed  along  the  heath.  Fillan  bounded 
over  Moi-lena.  Fingal  strode  in  his  strength.  The 
light  of  his  shield  is  terrible.  The  sons  of  Erin  saw  it 
far  distant.  They  trembled  in  their  souls.  They 
knew  that  the  wrath  of  the  king  arose:  and  they  fore- 
saw their  death.  We  first  arrived.  We  fought. 
Erin's  chiefs  withstood  our  rage.  But  when  the  king 
came,  in  the  sound  of  his  course,  what  heart  of  steel 
could  stand  ?     Erin  fled  over  Moi-lena.     Death  pur- 

Oscar,  in  consequence  of  his  threats,  began  to  lay  wa^te  lielan<i ;  but  as  he 
returned  witli  the  spoil  into  Ulster,  through  the  narrow  ];as3  of  Gabhia 
feaoil  ghten  GhhhraJ  he  was  met  by  Caiibar,  and  a  battle  ensued,  in 
which  both  the  heroes  icW  by  mutual  wounds.  The  bard  gives  a  very  cu- 
rious list  of  the  followers  of  Oscar,  as  they  marched  to  battle.  They  appear 
to  have  been  five  hundred  in  number,  commanded,  as  the  poet  expresses 
it,  by  Jive  heroes  of  the  blooa  of  kings.  This  poem  mentions  Fingal,  as  aniv. 
ing  from  Scotland,  before  Oscar  died  of  his  wounds. 
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sued  their  fliglit.  We  saw  Oscar  on  his  shield.  We 
saw  his  blood  around.  Silence  darkened  every  face. 
Each  turned  his  back  and  wept.  The  king  strove  to 
hide  his  tears.  His  grey  beard  whistled  in  the  wind. 
He  bends  liis  head  above  the  chief.  His  words  are 
mixed  with  sighs. 

"  Art  thou  fallen,  O  Oscar!  in  the  midst  of  thy 
course?  the  heart  of  the  aged  beats  over  thee !  He 
sees  thy  coming  wars !  The  wars  which  ought  to 
come  he  sees!  ■  They  are  cut  off  from  thy  fame? 
\Vhen  shall  joy  dwell  at  Selma?  When  shall  grief 
depart  from  Morven?  My  sons  fall  by  degrees:  Fin- 
gal  is  the  last  of  his  race.  My  fame  begins  to  pass 
away.  Mine  age  will  be  without  friends.  I  shall  sit 
a  grey  cloud  in  my  hall.  I  shall  not  hear  the  return 
of  a  son,  in  his  sounding  arms.  Weep,  ye  heroes  of 
Morven!  never  more  shall  Oscar  rise  !" 

And  they  did  weep,  O  Fingal!  Dear  was  the  hero 
to  their  souls.  He  went  out  to  battle,  and  the  foes 
vanished.  He  returned,  in  peace,  amidst  their  joy. 
No  father  mourned  his  son  slain  in  youth :  no  bro- 
ther his  brother  of  love.  They  fell,  without  tears,  for 
the  chief  of  the  people  is  low  I  Bran  *  is  howling  at 
his  feet:  gloomy  Luath  is  sad,  for  he  had  often  led 
them  to  the  chace;  to  the  bounding  roe  of  the  desert ! 

When  Oscar  saw  his  friends  ^around,  his  heaving 
breast  arose.     "  The  groans,"   he   said,  "  of  aged 

*  Bran  was  one  of  Iiog;il's  (iojs.    Kran  signifies  a  mnuntatn  s/ie.im. 
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chiefs :  tlie  howling  of  my  dogs:  the  sudden  bursts  of 
tlie  song  of  grief,  have  melted  Oscar's  soul.  My  soul, 
that  never  melted  before.  It  was  like  the  steel  of  my 
sword.  Ossian,  carry  me  to  my  hills!  Raise  the  stones 
of  my  renown.  Place  the  horn  of  a  deer:  place  my 
sword  by  uiy  side.  The  torrent  hereafter  may  raise 
the  earth  :  the  hunter  may  find  the  steel  and  say, 
"  This  has  been  Oscar's  sword,  the  pride  of  other 
years !"  "  Fallest  thou,  sou  of  my  fame !  shall  I  never 
see  thee,  Oscar!  When  others  hear  of  their  sons,  shall 
I  not  hear  of  thee?  The  moss  is  on  thy  four  grey 
stones.  The  mournful  wind  is  there.  The  battle  shall 
be  fought  without  thee.  Thou  shalt  not  pursue  the 
dark-brown  hinds.  When  the  warrior  returns  from 
battles,  and  tells  of  other  lands;  "  I  have  seen  a  tomb," 
he  will  say,  *'  by  the  roaring  stream,  the  dark  dwell- 
ing of  a  chief.  He  fell  by  car-borne  Oscar,  the  tint 
of  mortal  men."  I,  perhaps,  shall  hear  his  voice.  A 
beam  of  joy  will  rise  in  my  soul." 

Night  would  have  descended  in  sorrow,  and  morning 
returned  in  the  shadow^  of  grief.  Our  chiefs  would 
have  stood,  like  cold  dropping  rocks  on  Moi-lena,  and 
have  forgot  the  war;  did  not  the  king  disperse  his 
grief,  and  raise  his  mighty  voice.  The  chiefs,  as  new- 
wakened  from  dreams,  lift  up  their  heads  around. 

"  How  long  on  Moi-lcna  shall  we  weep  ?  How 
long  pour  in  Erin  our  tears?  The  mighty  will  not 
return.     Oscar  shall  not  rise  in  his  strength.     The 
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valiant  must  fall  in  their  day,  and  be  no  more  known 
on  tiieir  hills.  Where  are  our  fathers,  O  warriors  ! 
the  chiefs  of  the  times  of  old?  They  have  set  like 
stars  that  have  shone.  We  only  hear  the  sound  of 
their  praise.  But  they  were  renowned  in  their  years : 
the  terror  of  other  times.  Thus  shall  we  pass  away, 
in  the  day  of  our  fall.  Then  let  us  be  renowned  when 
we  may;  and  leave  our  fame  behind  us,  like  the  last 
beams  of  the  sun,  when  he  hides  his  red  head  in  the 
west.  The  traveller  mourns  his  absence,  thinking  of 
the  flame  of  his  beams.  Ullin,  my  aged  bard !  take 
thou  the  ship  of  the  king.  Can^  Oscar  to  Selnia  of 
harps.  Let  the  daughters  of  Morven  weep.  We  must 
tight  in  Erin,  for  the  race  of  fallen  Cormac.  The  days 
of  my  years  begin  to  fail.  I  feel  the  weakness  of  my 
arm.  My  fathers  bend  from  their  clouds,  to  receive 
iheir  grey-hair'd  son.  But,  before  I  go  hence,  one 
beam  of  fame  shall  rise.  My  days  shall  end,  as  my 
years  begun,  in  fame.  My  life  shall  be  one  stream  of 
light  to  bards  of  other  times  !" 

Ullin  raised  his  white  sails.  The  wind  of  the  south 
came  forth.  He  bounded  on  the  waves  toward  Selma. 
I  remained  in  my  grief,  but  my  words  were  not  heard. 
The  feast  is  spread  on  Moi-lena.  An  hundred  heroes 
reared  the  tomb  of  Cairbar.  No  song  is  raised  over 
the  chief.  His  soul  had  been  dark  and  bloody.  The 
Wards  remembered  the  tall  of  Cormac!  what  could 
)lif\  say  in  Cairbar's  praise? 
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Night  came  rolling  down.  The  light  of  an  hundred 
oaks  arose.  Fingal  sat  beneath  a  tree.  Old  Althan* 
stood  in  the  midst.  He  told  the  tale  of  fallen  Cor- 
mac.  Althan  the  son  of  Conachar,  the  friend  of  car- 
borne  Cuthulliii.  He  dwelt  with  Cormac  in  windy 
Teniora,  when  Semo's  son  fell  at  Lego's  stream.  The 
tale  of  Althan  was  mournful.  The  tear  was  in  his  eye, 
when  he  spoke. 

t  "  The  setting  sun  was  yellow  on  Dora.  I.  Grey 
evening  began  to  descend.  Teniora's  woods  shook 
with  the  blast  of  the  iaconstant  wind.  A  cloud  ga- 
thered iu  the  west.  A  red  star  looked  from  behind 
its  edge.  I  stood  in  the  wood  alone.  I  saw  a  ghost 
on  the  darkening  air  !  His  stride  extended  from  hill 
to  hill.  His  shield  was  dim  on  his  side.  It  was  the 
son  of  Semo.  I  knew  the  warrior's  face.  But  he 
passed  away  in  his  blast;  and  all  \^as  dark  around! 
My  soul  was  sad.  I  went  to  the  hall  of  shells.  A 
thousand  lights  arose.  The  hundred  bards  had  strung 
the  harp.  Cormac  stood  in  the  midst,  like  the  morn- 
ing star,  when  it  rejoices  on  the  eastern  hill,  and  its 
young  beams  are  bathed  in  showers.  Bright  and 
silent  is  its  progress  aloft,  but  the  cloud,  that  shall 
hide  it,  is  near !     The  sword  of  Artho  §  was  in  the 


*  Altlian,  the  son  of  Conachar,  was  the  chief  hard  of  Arth  kinf  of  Ire- 
land. After  the  death  of  Arth,  Althan  atteuded  his  son  Cormac,  and  was 
present  athis  death,  lie  liad  made  his  escape  from  Caiibar,  by  the  means 
of  Cathmor,  and  coming  to  Fingal,  related,  as  here,  l^e  death  of  hismaster 
Cormac.  +  Atlhan  speaku 

t  Doira,  the  woody  side  of  a  mountain;  it  is  here  a  liill  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  Temora. 

i  .\rlh,  or  .\rlho,  tlie  father  of  Cormac  kiag  of  Ireland. 
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hand  of  the  king.  He  looked  with  joy  on  its  poHshed 
etuds:  thrice  he  attempted  to  draw  it,  and  thrice  he 
failed;  his  yellow  locks  are  spread  on  his  shoulders  : 
his  cheeks  of  youth  are  red.  I  mourned  over  the 
beam  of  youth,  for  he  was  soon  to  set!" 

"  Althan !"  he  said,  with  a  smile,  "  didst  thou 
behold  my  father?  Heavy  is  the  sword  of  the  king; 
surely  his  arm  was  strong.  O  that  I  were  like  him  in 
battle,  when  the  rage  of  his  wrath  arose!  then  would 
I  have  met  with  CuthuUin,  the  car-borne  son  of  Can- 
tela!  But  years  may  come  on,  O  Althan!  and  my 
arm  be  strong.  Hast  tho\j  heard  of  Semo's  son,  the 
ruler  of  high  Teniora  ?  He  might  have  returned  with 
his  fame.  He  promised  to  return  to-night.  My  bards 
wait  him  with  songs.  My  least  is  spread  in  the  hall 
of  kings." 

I  heard  Cormac  in  silence.  My  tears  began  to  flow. 
1  hid  them  with  my  aged  locks.  The  king  perceived 
my  grief.  Son  of  Conachar!"  he  said,  "  is  the  son 
of  Semo*  low?  Why  bursts  the  sigh  in  secret?  Why 
descends  the  tear?  Comes  the  car-borne  Torlath? 
Comes  the  sound  of  red-haired  Cairbar?  They  come, 
for  I  behold  thy  grief.  Mossy  Tura's  chief  is  low! 
Shall  I  not  rush  to  battle  ?  But  I  cannot  lift  the 
spear !  O  had  mine  arm  the  strength  of  CuthuUin, 
soun  would  Cairbar  fly;  the  fame  of  my  fathers  would 
be  renewed;  and  tiie  deeds  of  other  times!" 

•  Culhullin  IS  callcil  the  king  of  Tura  from  a  casile  of  that  name  on  the 
•oast  o:  Ulster,  where  he  dwelt,  before  lie  undertook  t]ie  manajemciu  of 
ha  afi'ars  of  Ireland,  in  il.e  rainoiityof  Connac. 
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He  took  Jiis  bow.  The  tears  flow  down,  from 
both  his  sparkling  eyes.  (Jrief  saddens  round.  The 
bards  bend  forward,  from  tlieir  hundred  harps.  The 
lone  blast  touched  their  trembling  strings.  The 
sound  *  is  sad  and  low  !  A  voice  is  heard  at  a  dis- 
tance, as  of  one  in  grief.  It  was  Carril  of  other  times, 
who  came  from  dark  Slimora.  f  He  told  of  the  fall 
of  Cuthullin.  He  told  of  his  mighty  deeds.  The 
people  were  scattered  round  his  tomb.  Their  arms 
lay  on  the  ground.  They  had  forgot  the  war,  for 
he,  their  sire,  was  seen  no  more ! 

"  But  who,"  said  the  soft-voiced  Carril,  "  who 
come  like  bounding  roes?  Their  stature  is  like  young 
trees  in  the  valley,  growing  in  a  shower!  Soft  and 
ruddy  are  their  cheeks!  Fearless  souls  look  forth 
from  their  eyes!  Who  but  the  sons  of  Usnoth,  J  chief 
of  streamy  Etha?  The  people  rise  on  eveiy  side,  like 
the  strength  of  an  half-extinguished  fire,  when  the 
winds  come,  sudden,  from  the  desert,   on  their  rust- 

*  Thai  prophetic  sound,  mentioned  in  other  poems,  which  the  harps  of 
tho  bards  emitted  before  tlie  death  of  a  person  worthy  and  renowned.  It 
is  lierc  an  omen  of  the  death  of  Cormac,  which,  soon  after,  followed. 

+  S!iraora,  a  hill  in  Connauaht,  near  which  Cuthullin  was  killed. 

t  Usnoth  chief  of  Etha.  a  distric  on  the  western  coast  ofScotland,  had 
three  sons,  Nathos,  Alt'  os,  and  Ardan,  by  Slissama  thesi.ter  of  Cuihullin. 
The  three  brothers,  when  very  young,  were  sent  over  to  Ireland  by  their 
father,  to  learn  the  use  of  arms  under  their  uncle,  whose  military  fame  was 
very  great  in  that  kingdom,  l  hey  had  just  arrived  in  Ulster  when  the  news 
of  Cutliullin's  death  arrived.  Nathos,  the  eldest  of  (he  three  brothers,  took 
the  cominand  of  CuthuUin's  army,  and  made  head  against  Cairbar  the  chi«f 
Qf  .Aiha.  Cairbar  having,  at  bit,  murdered  young  king  C'rmac,  at  Te- 
mora,  the  army  of  Nathos  shifted  sides,  and  the  brothers  were  obliged  to 
return  into  Ulster,  in  order  to  pass  over  into  Scotland.  The  sequel  of  their 
mnurnful  story  is  related  at  large,  in  the  poem  of  Dar-thula. 
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ling  wings.  Sudden  glows  the  dark  brow  of  the  hill; 
the  passing  mariner  lags,  on  his  winds.  The  sound 
of  Caithbat's  *  shield  was  heard.  The  warriors  saw 
CuthulHn  t  in  Nathos.  So  rolled  his  sparkling  eyes  ! 
his  steps  were  such  on  heath!  Battles  are  fought 
at  Lego.  The  ?word  of  Nathos  prevails.  Soon  shalt 
thou  behold  him  in  thy  halls,  king  of  Temora  of 
groves!" 

"  Soon  may  I  behold  the  chief  f  replied  the  blue- 
eyed  king.  "  But  my  soul  is  sad  for  CuthuUin.  His 
voice  was  pleasant  in  mine  ear.  Often  have  we 
moved,  on  Dora,  to  the  chace  of  the  dark-brown 
hinds.  His  bow  was  unerring  on  the  hills.  He  spoke 
of  mighty  men.  He  told  of  the  deeds  of  my  fathers. 
I  felt  my  rising  joy.  But  sit  thou  at  the  feast,  O 
Carril !  I  have  often  heard  thy  voice.  Sing  in  praise 
of  Cuthullin.     Sing  of  Nathos  of  Etha  !"  I 

Day  rose  on  Temora,  with  all  the  beams  of  the  east. 
Crathiu  came  to  the  hall,  the  son  of  old  Gellama.  § 
"  I  behold,"  he  said,  "  a  cloud  in  the  desert,  kiuij  of 
Erui  I  a  cloud  it  seemed  at  first,  but  now  a  crowd  of 
men !  One  strides  before  them  in  his  strength.  His 
red  hair  flies  in  wind.  His  shield  glitters  to  the  beam 
of  the  east.     His  spear  is  in  his  hand."     "  Call  him 

*  Caithbait  was  grandfather  to  Cuthullin  ;  and  his  shield  was  made  use 
uf  10  alarm  his  posterity  to  tlie  battles  of  the  family. 

+  Tliat  is,  they  saw  amanifestlikeness  between  the  (lersonof  Natlros  ar.i! 
rutluillln. 

t  Nathos,  the  son  of  Usnoth. 

i  Gtal-lamha,  ■while-hiiiidt^. 
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to  the  feast  of  Teniora,"  replied  the  brightening  king. 
"  INIy  hall  is  the  house  of  strangers,  son  of  generous 
Gellama  !  It  is  perhaps  the  chief  of  Etha,  coming 
in  all  his  renowTi.  Hail,  mighty  *  stranger!  art  thou 
of  the  friends  of  Cormac?  But  Carril,  he  is  dark,  and 
imlovely.  He  draws  his  sword.  Is  that  the  son  of 
Usnoth,  bard  of  the  times  of  old  V 

"  It  is  not  the  son  of  Usnoth!"  said  Carril.  "  It 
is  Cairbar  thy  foe.  Why  coracst  thou  in  thy  arras  to 
Teniora?  chief  of  tlie  gloomy  brow.  Let  not  tliy 
sword  rise  against  Cormac !  Whither  dost  thou  turn 
thy  speed  ]"  He  passed  on  in  darkness.  He  seized 
the  hand  of  the  king.  Cormac  foresaw  his  death ; 
the  rage  of  his  eyes  arose.  Retire,  thou  chief  of 
Atha!  Nathos  comes  with  war.  Thou  art  bold  in 
Cormac's  hall,  for  his  ann  is  weak."  The  sword  en- 
tered the  side  of  the  king.  He  fell  in  the  halls  of  his 
fathers.  His  fair  hair  is  in  the  dust.  His  blood  is 
smoaking  round. 

"  Art  thou  fallen  in  thy  halls  !"t  said  Carril.  "  O 
con  of  noble  Artho  !  The  shield  of  Cuthullin  was 
not  near.  Nor  the  spear  of  thy  father.  Mournful 
are  the  mountains  of  Erui,  for  the  chief  of  the  people 
is  low!  Blest  be  tliy  soul,  O  Cormac!  Thou  art 
darkened  in  thy  youth." 

His  words  came  to  the  ears  of  Cairbar.  He  cJosed:^ 

*  From  this  expression,  we  understand  that  Cairbar  had  entered  tlie  pa- 
lace of  Temora,  in  the  midst  of  Cormac's  speech. 
+  Althan  speaks. 
jThat  is,  himself  and  Carril,  asit  afterwards  appears. 


I8i  T  E  M  O  R  A  : 

lis  in  the  midst  of  darkness.  He  feared  to  stretch  his 
sword  to  the  bards,*  though  his  soul  was  dark.  Long 
we  pinetl  alone  !  At  length,  the  noble  Cathnior  f 
came.  He  heard  our  voice  from  the  cave.  He  turned 
the  eve  of  his  wrath  on  Cairbar. 

"  Brother  of  Catlnnor,"  he  said,  "  how  long  wilt 
thou  pain  my  soul?  Thy  heart  is  a  rock.  Thy 
thoughts  are  dark  and  bloody !  But  thou  art  the 
brother  of  Catlnnor;  and  Cathnior  shall  shine  hi  thy 
war.  But  my  soul  is  not  like  thine:  thou  feeble  hand 
in  fight!  The  light  of  my  bosom  is  stained  with  thy 
deeds.  Bards  will  not  sing  of  my  renown  :  They  may 
say,  '  Cathnior  was  brave,  but  he  fought  for  gloomy 
Cairbar.'  They  will  pass  over  my  tomb  in  silence. 
My  fame  shall  not  be  heard.  Cairbar !  loose  the 
bards.  They  are  the  sons  of  future  times.  Their 
voice  shall  be  heard  in  other  years;  after  the  kings  of 
Temora  have  failed.  We  came  forth  at  the  words  of 
the  chief.  We  saw  him  in  his  strength.  He  was 
like  thy  youth,  O  Fingal!  when  thou  first  didst  lift 
the  spear.  His  face  was  like  the  plain  of  the  sun, 
when  it  is  bright.  No  darkness  travelled  over  his 
brow.     But  he  came  with  his  thousands  to  aid  the 


*  The  persons  of  the  bards  were  <,o  sacred,  Ihat  e»'en  he,  who  liaU  just 
TOurdtred  his  sovereign,  feared  to  kill  iheni. 

+  Cathmor  appears  the  same  disinterested  hero  upon  every  o<c.-.sio-i.  IJis 
Iiumanity  and  generosity  were  unparalleled:  in  short,  he  had  no  fau't, 
but  too  inuch  attachment  toso  bad  a  broiher  as  Cairbar.  llis  fjniily  con^ 
nection  with  Cairbar  prevails,  as  he  cx|)resses  it,  over  every  other  consi- 
tleration,  and  makes  iam  engage  in  a  war,  of  which  he  does  not  appiove. 
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red-haired  Cairbar.     Now  lie  comes  to  revenge   his 
death,  O  kiug  of  woody  Morven  !" 

"  Let  Cathmor  come,"  repHed  tlie  kiug.  "  I  love 
a  foe  so  great.  His  soul  is  bright.  His  arm  is 
strong.  His  battles  are  full  of  fame.  But  the  little 
soul  is  a  vapour  that  hovers  round  the  marshy  lake. 
It  never  rises  on  the  green  hill,  lest  the  winds 
should  meet  it  there.  Its  dwelling  is  in  the  cave,  it 
sends  forth  the  dart  of  death!  Our  young  heroes, 
O  warriors !  are  like  the  renown  of  our  fathers.  They 
fight  in  youth.  They  fall.  Their  names  are  in  song, 
Fuigal  is  amid  his  darkening  years.  He  must  not  fall, 
as  an  aged  oak,  across  a  secret  stream.  Near  it  are 
the  steps  of  the  hunter,  as  it  lies  beneath  the  wind. 
"  How  has  that  tree  fallen]"  he  says,  and,  whistling, 
strides  along.  Raise  the  song  of  joy,  ye  bards  of 
Morven !  Let  our  seuls  forget  the  past.  The  red 
stars  look  on  us  from  clouds,  and  silently  descend. 
Soon  shall  the  grey  beam  of  the  morning  rise,  and 
shew  us  the  foes  of  Cormac.  Fillan !  my  sou,  take 
thou  the  spear  of  the  king.  Go  to  Mora's  dark- 
brown  side.  Let  thine  eyes  travel  over  the  heath. 
Observe  the  foes  of  Fiugal :  Observe  the  course  of 
generous  Cathmor.  I  hear  a  distant  sound,  like  fall- 
ing rocks  in  the  desert.  But  strike  thou  thy  shield, 
at  times,  that  they  niay  not  come  through  night,  and 
the  fame  of  Morven  cease.  I  begin  to  be  alone,  my 
son.     I  dread  the  fall  of  my  renown!" 


1S6  TEMORA. 

The  voice  of  bards  arose.  The  kiug  leaned  on  the 
shield  of  Trenmor.  Sleep  descended  on  his  eyes. 
His  future  battles  arose  in  his  dreams.  The  host  are 
sleeping  around.  Dark-haired  Finlan  observes  the 
foe.  His  steps  are  on  a  distant  hill.  W^  hear,  at 
times,  his  clanging  shield. 
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ARGUMENT, 

This  book  opens,  we  may  suppose,  about  midnight,  with  a  solilo- 
quy of  Ossian,  who  liad  retired,  from  the  rest  of  the  army,  to 
mourn  for  his  son  Oscai".  Upon  hearing  the  noise  of  Cathmor's 
army  approaching,  he  went  to  find  out  his  brother  Fillan,  who 
kept  the  watch,  on  the  hill  of  Mora,  in  the  front  of  Fingal's 
army.  In  the  conversation  of  the  brothers,  the  episode  of  Co. 
nar,  the  son  of  Trenmor>  who  was  the  first  king  of  Ireland,  is 
introduced,  which  lays  open  the  origin  of  the  contests  be- 
tween the  Gael  and  the  Firbolg,  the  two  nations  who  first 
possessed  themselves  of  that  island.  Ossian  kindles  a  fire 
on  Mora  ;  upon  which  Catiimor  desisted  from  the  design  he 
had  formed  of  surprizing  the  army  of  the  Caledonians.  He 
calls  a  council  of  his  chiefs ;  reprimands  Foldath  for  advising 
a  night  attack,  as  the  Irish  army  were  so  much  superior  in 
number  to  the  enemy.  The  bard  Fonar  introduces  the  story 
of  Crothar,  the  ancestor  of  the  king,  which  throws  further 
hght  on  the  history  of  Ireland,  and  the  original  pretensions 
of  the  family  of  Atha,  to  the  throne  of  that  kingdom.  The 
Irish  chiefs  lie  down  to  rest,  and  Cathmor  himself  under- 
takes the  watch.  In  his  circuit,  roimd  the  army,  he  is  met 
by  Ossian.  The  interview  of  the  two  heroes  is  described, 
Cathmor  obtains  a  promise  from  Ossian,  to  order  a  funeral 
elegy  to  be  sung  over  the  grave  of  Cajrbar ;  it  being  the  opi- 
nion of  the  times,  that  the  souls  of  the  dead  could  not  be 
happy,  till  their  elegies  were  sung  by  a  bard.  Morning 
conies.  Cathmor  and  Ossian  part ;  and  the  latter,  casually 
meeting  with  Carril  the  son  of  Kinfena,  sends  that  bard, 
V  ifh  a  funeral  song,  to  the  tomb  of  Cairbar. 
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*  Father  of  heroes?  OTrennior!  High  dweller 
of  eddying  winds!  where  the  dark-red  thunder 
marks  the  troubled  clouds!  Open  thou  thy  stormy 
halls.  Let  the  bards  of  old  be  near.  Let  them 
draw  near,  with  songs  and  their  half-viewless  harps. 
No  dweller  of  misty  valley  comes!  No  hunter  un- 
known at  his  streams !  It  is  the  car-borne  Oscar, 
fronj  the  fields  of  war.  Sudden  is  thy  change,  my 
son,  from  what  thou  wert  on  dark  Moi-lena!  The 
blast  folds  thee  in  its  skirt,  and  rustles  through 
the  sky  !     Dost  thou  not  behold  thy  father,  at  the 

*  Thougli  this  book  has  little  act'on,  it  is  not  the  least  important  part  of 
Teinora.  The  poet,  in  several  episodes,  runs  up  the  cause  of  the  war  to 
the  very  source.  The  fir^t  population  of  Ireland,  the  wars  between  the 
two  nations  who  originally  possessed  that  island,  its  first  race  of  kings,  and 
the  revolutions  of  its  government,  are  important  facts,  and  are  delivered 
hy  the  poet  with  so  little  mixture  of  the  fabulous,  that  one  cannot  heli> 
preferring  his  accounts  to  the  improbable  fictions  of  the  Scotch  and  Irish 
historians.  The  Milesian  fables  bear  about  them  the  marks  of  a  late  inven- 
tion. To  trace  their  legends  to  their  source  would  be  no  difficult  task  ; 
hut  a  disquisition  of  tl)is  sort  would  e.xtend  tliis  note  too  far. 
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stream  of  ni*lit?  Tlie  chiefs  of  Morveu  sleep  far 
distant.  They  have  lost  no  son!  But  ye  have  lost 
a  hero,  chiefs  of  resounding  Morven  !  Who  could 
equal  his  strength,  when  battle  rolled  against  his 
side,  like  the  darkness  of  crowded  waters?  Why 
this  cloud  on  Ossian's  soul?  It  ought  to  bum  in 
danger.  Erin  is  near  with  her  host.  Tlie  king  of 
Selma  is  alone.  Alone  thou  shalt  not  be,  my  fa- 
ther, while  I  can  lift  the  spear! 

I  rose,  in  all  my  arms.  1  rose  and  listened  to  the 
wind.  The  shield  of  Fillan  *  is  not  heard.  I  trem- 
ble for  the  son  of  Fin  gal.  "  Why  should  the  foe 
rome  by  night  ?  Why  should  the  dark^haired  war- 
rior fail?"  Distant,  sullen  murmurs  rise:  like  the 
noise  of  the  lake  of  Lego,  when  its  waters  shrink, 
in  the  days  of  frost,  ai¥l  all  its  bursting  ice  re- 
sounds. The  people  of  Lara  look  to  heaven,  and 
fyresee  the  storm !  My  steps  are  forward  on  the 
heath.      The  spear  of  Oscar  is  in  my  hand !      Red 

*  We  understand,  from  the  preceding  book,  that  Cathmor  was  near  wiib 
an  anny.*\^iien  Cairbar  was  killed,  llielnbes  who  auended  him  fell  back 
to  Cathmor;  who,  as  it  aflerwards  appears,  had  taken  a  resolution  to  sur- 
prize Fingal  by  night,  fillan  was  dispatched  to  the  hill  of  Mora,  which 
was  in  the  fiont  of  the  Caledonians,  to  observe  the  motions  of  Cathmor. 
In  this  situation  were  afiairs,  when  Os»ian,  upon  hearing  the  noise  of  the 
approaching  enemy,  went  to  (ind  out  his  brother.  Their  conversation  na. 
turaiJy  introduces  the  episode,  concerning  Conar  the  son  of  Trcnmor,  the 
first  Irish  monarch,  which  is  so  necessary  to  the  undeistanding  the  found- 
ation r)f  the  rebellion  and  usurjjittion  of  Cairbar  and  Calliraor.  FiUanwas 
the  youngest  of  the  sons  of  Fingal,  then  living.  He  and  Bosmina,  men- 
tioned in  tlie  battle  ^f  Lora,  were  ihe  only  children  of  the  king,  by  Clatho 
the  dauchler  of  Cathulla  king  of  Inis-iore,  whom  he  had  taken  to  wife, 
after  the  death  of  Ros-crana,  the  duu^hter  of  Cormac  Mac-Conar  king  »f 
Irebnd, 
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stars  looked  from  high.  I  gleamed,  along  the  night. 
I  saw  Fillan  silent  before  me,  bending  forward  from 
Mora's  rock.  He  heard  the  shout  of  the  foe.  The 
joy  of  his  soul  arose.  He  heard  my  sounding  tread, 
and  turned  his  lifted  spear.  "  Comest  thou,  son  of 
night,  in  peace?  Or  dost  thou  meet  my  wrath?  The 
foes  of  Fingal  are  mine.  Speak,  or  fear  my  steel.  I 
stand  not,  in  >-ain,  the  shield  of  Morven's  race.'* 
*'  Never  mayst  thou  stand  in  vain,  son  of  blue-eyed 
Clatho!  Fingal  begins  to  be  alone.  Darkness  gathers 
on  the  last  of  his  days.  Yet  he  has  two  *  sons  who 
ought  to  shine  in  war.  Who  ought  to  be  two  beams 
of  light,  near  the  steps  of  his  departure." 

"  Son  of  Fingal,"  replied  the  youth,  "  it  is  not 
long  since  I  raised  the  spear.  Few  are  the  marks  of 
my  sword  in  war.  But  Fillan's  soul  is  fire!  The 
chiefs  of  Bolga  f  crowd  around  the  shield  of  gene- 
rous Cathmor.      Their  gatheruig  is  on  that  heath. 

*  That  is,  two  sons  in  Ireland.  Fergus,  the  second  son  of  Fing:al,  was, 
at  that  time,  on  aii  expedition,  which  is  mentioned  In  one  of  tlie  lesser 
poems.  He,  according  to  some  traditions,  was  the  ancestor  nf  Fergus,  the 
son  of  Ere  or  Arcatli,  commonly  called  Fergus  the  second  in  the  Scotch  his- 
tories. The  beginning  of  the  rei^n  of  Fergus  over  the  Scots,  is  placed,  b» 
the  most  approved  annals  of  Scotland,  in  the  founh  year  of  tlie  fifth  age: 
a  full  century  after  the  death  of  Ossian.  The  genealogy  of  his  family  is  re« 
corded  thus  by  the  Highland  Senachies  ;  Fergus  Mac-Arcath,  Mac-Chen- 
gael,  Muc-Fergu!,  Mac-Fiongael  na  buaV;  i.  e.  Fergus  the  sou  of  Arcatji, 
the  son  of  Congal,  the  s«n  of  Fergus,  the  son  of  Fingal  the  victorious.  This 
iubject  is  treated  more  at  large,  in  the  dissertation  annexed  to  the  poem. 

+  The s-ju them  parts  of  Ireland  went,  for  some  lime,  under  the  name 
ef  Bolga,  from  the  Fir-bolg  or  Belgs  of  Britain,  who  settled  a  colony 
tJiere.  /?o/^  sign  i  tits  a  (juiver,  ixom  which  proceeds  FV-6f./j,  i.e.  bow 
men ;  so  called  from  their  usin^  bows  more  than  any  of  llie  neighbouring 
Matiutts. 
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Shall  my  steps  approach  their  host?     I  yielded  to 

Oscar  alone,  in  the  strife  of  the  race,  on  Cona !" 

"  Fillan,  thou  shalt  not  approach  their  host ;  nor* 
fall  before  thy  fame  is  known.  My  name  is  heard 
in  song:  when  needful  I  advance.  From  the  skirts 
of  night  I  shall  view  them  over  all  their  gleaming 
tribes.  Why,  Fillan,  didst  thou  speak  of  Oscar ! 
Why  awake  my  sigh?  I  must  forget  *  the  warrior, 
till  the  storm  is  rolled  away.  Sadness  ought  not 
to  dwell  in  danger,  nor  the  tear  in  the  eye  of  wan 
Our  fathers  forgot  their  fallen  sons,  till  the  noise 
of  arms  was  past.  Then  sorrow  returned  to  the 
tomb,  and  the  song  of  bards  arose."  The  memory 
of  those,  who  fell,  quickly  followed  the  departure 
©f  war :  When  the  tumult  of  battle  is  past,  the 
soul,  in  silence,  melts  away,  for  the  dead. 

Conar  f  was  the  brother  of  Trathal,  first  of  mortal 

*  After  this  passage,  Oscar  is  not  mentioned  in  allTemora.  The  situations 
of  the  characters  who  act  in  the  poem  are  so  interesiing,  that  others,  fo- 
rei;;n  to  the  subject,  could  not  be  introduced  with  any  lustre.  Though  the 
episode,  which  follows,  may  seem  to  flow  naturally  enough  from  the  con- 
versation of  the  brothers,  yet  I  have  shewn,  in  a  preceding  note,  and, 
more  at  large,  in  the  dissertation  annexed  to  this  collection,  that  tlte  poet 
liad  a  farther  design  in  view. 

+  Conar,  the  first  king  of  Ireland,  was  the  son  of  Trenmor,  the  great- 
grandfather of  Fingal.  It  was  on  account  of  this  family  connection  that 
Fingal  was  engaged  in  so  many  wars  in  the  cause  of  the  race  of  Conar. 
Though  few  of  the  actions  of  Trenmor  are  mentioned,  he  was  the  most 
renowned  name  of  antiquity.  Tlie  most  probable  opinion  conccrniji; 
him  is,  that  he  was  the  first,  who  united  the  tribesof  the  Caledonian*, 
and  commanded  tliem,  in  chief,  against  the  incursions  of  the  Romans. 
The  genealogists  of  tlie  North  have  traced  his  family  far  back,  and  given 
a  list  of  his  ancestors  to  Cuan-rnor  nan  Uin,  or  Conmor  of  ihc  swords, 
who,  according  to  them,  was  the  first  who  crossed  the  gnat  jt.i  to  Cale- 
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Mien.  His  battles  were  on  every  coast.  A  thou- 
sand streams  rolled  down  the  blood  of  his  foes. 
His  fame  filled  green  Erui,  like  a  pleasant  gale. 
The  nations  gathered  in  Uliin,  and  they  blessed  the 
king;  the  king  of  the  race  of  their  fathers,  from 
the  land  of  Selma. 

The  chiefs  *  of  the  south  were  gathered,  in  the 
darkness  of  their  pride.  In  the  horrid  cave  of  Muma 
they  mixed  their  secret  words.  Thither  often,  they 
said,  the  spirits  of  their  fathers  came;  shewing  their 
pale  forms  from  the  chinky  rocks :  remindin'^  them 
of  the  honor  of  Bolga.  •'  Why  should  Conar  reign," 
hey  said,  "  the  son  of  resounding  IVIorven  1 

They  came  forth,  like  the  streams  of  the  desert, 
with  the  roar  of  their  hundred  tribes.  Conar  was  a 
rock  before  them:  broken  they  rolled  on  every  side. 
But  often  they  returned,  and  the  sons  of  Selma  fell. 
The  king  stood,  among  the  tombs  of  his  warriors. 
He  darkly  bent  his  mournful  face.  His  soul  was 
rolled  into  itself:  and  he  had  marked  the  place, 
where  he  was  to  fall;  when  Trathal  came,  in  his 
strength,    his  brother  from  cloudy  Moi-ven.      Nor 

Uonia,  from  wliich  circ^umslance  h.s  name  proceeded,  which  signifies 
Gieut  ocean.  Genealogies  of  so  ancient  a  date,  however,  are  little  to  be 
depended  upon. 

*  The  chiefs  of  the  Fir-bolg  who  possessed  llueinseU'es  of  the  south  of 
Ireland,  prior,  perhaps,  to  the  settlement  of  the  C«f/ of  Caledonia,  and 
the  Hebrides,  in  Ulster.  From  the  sequel,  it  appears  thitthe  Fir-bolg  were, 
by  mucli,  the  most  powerful  nation  ;  and  it  is  probable  that  the  Cael  must 
have  submitted  to  them,  had  they  not  received  succours  from  their  inolber 
•ountiy,  under  the  command  of  Conar. 

VOL.  ir.  Q 
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did  he    come   alone.      Colgar  *  was  at    his    side; 

Colgar  the  son  of  the  king  and  of  whitc-bosoraed  So- 

lin-coiTiia. 

As  Trenmor,  cloathed  with  meteors,  descend* 
from  the  halls  of  thunder,  pouring  the  dark  storm 
before  him  over  the  troubled  sea:  so  Colgar  descend- 
ed to  battle,  and  wasted  the  echoing  field.  His  father 
rejoiced  over  the  hero :  but  an  arrow  came !  His 
tomb  was  raised,  without  a  tear.  The  king  was  to 
revenge  his  son.  He  hghtened  fonvard  in  battle, 
till  Bolga  yielded  at  her  streams! 

When  peace  returned  to  the  land :  When  his  blue 
waves  bore  the  king  to  Morven:  then  he  rem^em- 
bered  his  son,  and  poured  the  silent  tear.  Thrice 
did  the  bards,  at  the  cave  of  Furmono,  call  the 
soul  of  Colgar.  They  called  him  to  the  hills  of 
bis  laml.  He  heard  them  in  his  mist.  Trathal 
placed  his  sword  in  the  cave,  that  the  spirit  of  his 
son  might  rejoice. 

"  Colgar,  t  sou  of  Trathal !"  said  Fillan,   "   thou 

•  Co}g-eT,  Jiercely-looiing  varrhr.  SuV.n-corms,  hhte  eyes.  Colder  was 
•  the  eldest  of  the  sons  of  Trathal  :  ComhaU  who  was  the  father  of  Fingal, 
was  very  young  when  the  present  expedition  to  Ireland  happened.  It  is 
remarkable,  that,  of  all  the  ancestors  of  Fingal,  tradition  makes  the  least 
mention  of  Comhal;  which,  probably,  proceeded  from  the  unfortunate 
life  and  untimely  death  of  that  hero.  From  some  passages  concerning  him 
-xe  learn, indeed,  that  he  was  brave,  but  he  w'anted  conduct. 

+  The  poem  begins  here  to  mark  strongly  the  character  of  Fillan,  who 
ii  to  make  so  great  a  figure  in  the  sequel.  He  has  the  impatience,  the  am- 
bition and  fire  which  are  peculiar  to  a  young  hero.  Kindled  with  the  fame 
of  Colgar,  he  foreets  his  untimely  fall.  From  Fillan's  expressions  in  this 
passage,  it  would  seem,  that  he  was  neglected  by  Fingal,  on  account  u£ 
fcis  youth. 
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wert  renowned  in  youth!  But  the  king  hath  not 
marked  my  sword,  bright-streaming  on  the  field.  I 
go  forth  with  the  croud.  I  return,  without  my  fame. 
But  the  foe  approaches,  Ossian!  I  Jjcar  their  murmur 
on  the  heath.  Tiie  sound  of  their  steps  is  like  tfiun- 
der,  in  the  bosom  of  the  ground,  when  the  rocking 
hills  shake  their  groves,  and  not  a  blast  pours  from 
the  darkened  sky !" 

Ossian  turned  sudden  on  his  spear.  He  raised  the 
flame  of  an  oak  on  high.  I  spread  it  large,  on  Mo- 
fa's  wind.  Cathmor  stopt  in  his  course.  Gleaming 
he  stood,  like  a  rock,  on  whose  sides  are  the  wander- 
ing of  blasts;  which  seize  its  echoing  streams,  and 
clothe  them  over  with  ice.  So  stood  the  friend  *  of 
strangers!  The  winds  lift  his  heavy  locks.  Thou 
art  the  tallest  of  the  race  of  Erin,  king  of  streamy 
Atha ! 

"  First  of  bards,"  said  Cathmor,  "  Fona,t  call  the 
chiefs  of  Erin.  Call  red-haired  Cormar:  dark-browed 
Malthos:  the  side-long-looking  gloom  of  Maronaii. 
Eet  the  pride  of  Foldath  appear.  The  red-rolling  eye 
of  Turlotho.  Nor  let  Hidalla  be  forgot;  his  voice,  iii 
danger,  is  the  sound  of  a  shower,  when  it  falls  in  the 
blasted  vale,  near  Atha's  falling  stream.     Pleasant  is 

«  Cathmor  is  distinguished  by  this  honourable  title,  on  acccount  of  his 
generosity  to  strangers,  which  was  so  great  as  to  be  remarlcable  even  in 
those  days  of  hospitality. 

+  Fonar,  the  man  of  song.  Before  the  introduction  of  Christianity  a 
pame  was  not  imposed  upon  any  person,  till  he  had  distinguished  himself 
by  some  remarkable  action,  from  which  his  name  should  be  derived. 
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its  sound,  on  the  plain,  whilst  broken  thunder  travels 

over  the  sky !" 

They  came,  in  their  clanging  arms,  Tiiey  bent  for- 
ward to  his  voice,  as  if  a  spirit  of  their  fathers  spoke 
from  a  cloud  of  night.  Dreadful  shone  they  to  the 
light;  like  the  fall  of  the  stream  of  Brmno,*  when 
the  meteor  lights  it,  before  the  nightly  stranger. 
Shuddering,  he  stops  in  his  journey,  and  looks  up  for 
the  beam  of  the  morn! 

"  Why  t  delights  Foldath,"said  the  king,  "  to  pour 
the  blood  of  foes  by  night?  Fails  his  arm  in  battle, 
in  the  beams  of  day  ?  Few  are  the  foes  before  us, 
wliy  should  we  clothe  us  in  shades?  The  valiant  de- 
light to  shine,  in  the  battles  of  their  land !  Thy  coun- 
sel was  in  vain,  chief  of  Moma!  The  eyes  of  Mor- 
ven  do  not  sleep.  They  are  watchful,  as  eagles,  on 
their  mossy  rocks.  Let  each  collect,  beneath  his 
cloud,  the  strength  of  his  roaring  tribe.  To-mor- 
row I  move,  in  light,  to  meet  the  foes  of  Bolga! 
Mighty  J  was  he,  that  is  low,  the  race  of  Borbar-Du- 
thul!" 

"  Not  unmarked  !"   said  Foldath,  "  were  my  steps 

*  Bfumo  wa«4  platfe'of  worship  (Fing.b.6.)in  Craca,  which  is  supposed 
to  be  one  of  the  isles  of  Shetland.  Il  was  thought,  that  the  spirits  of  the 
deceased  haunted  it,  by  night,  which  adds  more  terror  to  tlie  description 
introduced  here.  The  horrid  circle  ofBuimo,  whert  often,  they  said,  the 
ghosti  of  the  dead  howled  round  the  stone  of  fear. 

+  Irom  this  passage,  it  ai)pears,  that  it  vyas  Foldath  who  had  advised 
the  night  attack.  The  gloomy  character  of  Foldath  is  properly  contrasted 
to  the  generous,  the  open  Cathmor. 

t  By  this  exclamation  Cathmor  iiuim.ites  that  he  intends  to  revenge  tht 
eteath  of  his  brother  Ciirbar 
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liefore  thy  race.  In  light,  I  met  the  foes  of  Cairbar. 
The  warrior  praised  my  deeds.  But  his  stotie  was 
raised  without  a  tear!  No  bard  *  sung  over  Erin's 
king.  Siiall  his  foes  rejoice  along  their  mossy  hills'? 
No:  they  must  not  rejoice  !  He  was  the  friend  of 
Foldath !  Our  words  were  mixed,  in  secret,  in  Mo- 
ma's  silent  cave;  whilst  thou,  a  boy  in  the  field,  pur- 
suedst  the  thistle's  beard.  With  Moma's  sons  I  shall 
rush  abroad,  and  find  the  foe,  on  his  dusky  hills.  Fin- 
gal  sJmll  lie,  without  his  song,  the  grey -haired  kuig  of 
Selma." 

"  Dost  Jhou  think,  thou  feeble  man,"  replied 
Cathmor,  half  enraged :  "  Dost  thou  think  Fingal  can 
fall,  without  his  fame,  in  Erin]  Could  the  bards  be 
silent  at  the  tomb  of  Sehna's  king  ?  The  song  would 
burst  in  secret!  the  spirit  of  the  king  would  rejoice! 
It  is  when  thou  shalt  fall,  that  the  baid  shall  forget 
the  song.  Thou  art  dark,  chief  of  Moma,  tl;ough 
thine  arm  is  a  ten.pest  in  war.  Do  I  forget  the  king 
of  Erin  in  his  narrovtf  house?  My  soul  is  not  lost  to 
Cairbar,  the  brother  of  my  love!  I  marked  the 
briglit  beams  of  joy,  which  travelled  over  his  cloudy 
mind,  when  I  returned,  with  fame,  to  Atha  of  the 
streams." 

Tall  they  removed,  beneath  the  w  ords  of  the  king. 
Each  to  his  own  dark  tribe ;  where,  humming,  they 

*  To  have  no  futieral  e\esy  suns  "ver  his  tomb,  was,  among  the  Celts, 
reckoned  the  greatest  mUfortune  that  could  befal  a  man;  as  his  soul 
could  not  otherwise  be  admitted  to  the  niry  hall  of  his  fathers. 
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rolled  on  the  heath,  fiiint  glittering  to  the  stars:  like 
ivaves,  in  a  rocky  bay,  before  the  nightly  wind.  Be- 
neath an  oak,  lay  the  chief  of  Atha.  His  shield,  a 
dusky  round,  hung  high.  Near  him,  against  a  rock, 
leaned  the  fair  stranger*  of  Inis-huna:  that  beam  of 
light,  with  wandering  locks,  from  Lumon  of  the  roes. 
At  distance  rose  the  voice  of  Fona,  with  the  deeds  of 
the  days  of  old.  The  song  fails,  at  times,  in  Lubar's 
growuig  roar  ! 

"  Crothar,"t  begun  the  bard,  "  first  dwelt  at 
Atha's  mossy  stream !  A  thousand  oaks,  t  from  the 
nioimtains,  formed  his  echoing  hall.  The  gathering 
of  the  people  was  there,  around  the  feast  of  the  blue- 
eyed  king.      But  who,  among  his  chiefs,  was  like  the 

•  By  the  stranger  of  Inh-huna^  is  meant  Sulnialla,  the  daughter  .of  Con- 
mor,  king  of  Inis-huna,  the  ancient  name  of  (hat  part  of  Soutli  Briiain 
■which  is  next  to  the  Irish  coas'.  Slie  had  followed  Cathmorjn  disguise. 
Her  story  is  relaied  at  large  in  the  fourth  book. 

+  Ciothar  w^s  the  ancestor  of  Catlimor,  and  the  first  of  his  family  who 
had  settled  in  Atha.  it  was  in  his  time  that  the  fiist  wars  were  kindled 
bttwcen  the  rir-holg  and  Gael.  The  propriety  of  the  episode  is  evident; 
as  the  contest  which  originally  rose  between  Crothar  and  Conar  subsisted 
afterwards  between  t  .cir  posterity,  and  was  the  foundation  of  the  story  of 
the  poein. 

t  From  this  circumstanc?  we  mjy  l.=arn,  that  the  art  of  building  with 
stone  was  not  known  m  Ireland  so  early  as  '.he  days  of  Croihar.  When 
the  colony  were  long  settled  in  the  count/y,  the  arts  of  ciul  life  began  to 
increase  among  them,  for  we  find  mention  made  of  the /otoc «  o/' yl/iia  in 
ihe  time  of  Cathmor,  wliich  could  not  well  be  applied  to  wooden  buildings. 
In  Caledonia  they  begun  very  early  to  build  with  stone.  Noneof  the  house 
of  Finga!,  excepting  Ti-foirmal,  were  of  wood.  Ti-foirmal  was  the  great 
hall  where  the  bards  met  to  repeat  their  compositions  annually,  before  they 
sulimittcd  them  to  the  ju.lgmcni  of  the  king  in  Selma.  By  some  accident 
<n'  oih-r,  tliis  wooden  house  happened  to  be  burnt,  and  an  ancient  bard, 
in  th^  ( haracler  of  Osiian,  has  left  us  a  cuiious  catalogue  of  the  furniture 
wliich  it  contained.  The  po-m  is  not  just  now  iu  my  hands,  otherwise  I 
would  lay  here  a  translation  of  it  before  the  reader.  Itlus  liltlj  political 
niciit,arid  evidently  bears  the  marks  of  a  later  period. 
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^  ately  Crothar?  Warriors  kuidled  in  his  presence. 
The  young  sigh  of  the  virgins  rose.  In  Ahiecraa  * 
was  the  warrior  honoured  :  the  first  of  the  race  of 
Bolga. 

"  He  pursued  the  chace  in  Uihn:  on  the  moss-co- 
vered top  of  Drumardo.  From  the  wood  looked  the 
daughter  of  Cathmin,  the  blue-rolling  eye  of  Con- 
lama.  Her  sigh  rose  in  secret.  She  bent  her  head, 
amidst  her  waiKlering  locks.  The  moon  looked  in, 
at  night,  and  saw  tiie  white-tossing  of  her  arms; 
for  she  thought  of  the  nnglity  Crothar,  in  the  season 
of  dreams. 

"  Three  days  feasted  Ciolhar  with  Cathmin.  On 
the  fourth  they  awaked  the  hinds.  Con-lama  moved 
to  the  chace,  with  all  her  lovely  steps.  She  met  Cro- 
tliar  in  the  narrow  path.  The  bow  fell,  at  once,  from 
her  hand.  She  turned  her  face  away,  and  half  hid 
it  with  her  locks.  The  love  of  Crothar  rose.  He 
brougjit  the  white-bosomed  maid  to  Atha.  Bards 
raised  the  song  in  her  presence.  Joy  d\\elt  round  the 
daughter  of  Cathmin. 

"  The  pride  of  Tiirloch  rose,  a  youth  who  loved 
the  white-handed  Con-!ama.  He  came,  with  battle, 
to  Alnecma;  to  Atha  of  the  roes.  Cormul  went  forth 
to  the  strife,  the  brother  of  car-borne  Crothar.     He 

•  Alnecma,  brAlnecmaclit,  was  the  ancient  name  of  Connaught.  Ullia 
is  still  the  Irish  name  of  the  province  of  Ulster.  To  avoid  the  multiplying 
o.f  notes,  I  shall  here  give  the  signification  of  the  names  in  this  episode, 
Prumard"^  /r^gn  riiige.  Cathmin,  ca/m  in  battle.  Cea-Umha,  soft  haiui 
■^'Hrloch,  vui/i  tftht  'iuh-er.    Conmul,  Hut  lye. 
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went  forth,  but  he  fell.  The  sigh  of  his  people  rose. 
Silent  and  tall,  across  the  stream,  came  the  darken-, 
ing  strength  of  Crothar:  he  rolled  the  foe  from  Al- 
necma.     He  retiinied>  midst  the  joy  of  Con-lama. 

"  Battle  on  battle  comes.  Blood  is  poured  on 
blood.  The  tombs  of  the  valiant  rise.  Erin's  clouds 
are  hung  round  with  ghosts.  The  chiefs  of  the  south 
gathered  round  the  echoing  shield  of  Crothar.  He 
came,  with  death,  to  the  paths  of  the  foe.  The  vir- 
gins wept,  by  the  streams  of  UUin.  They  looked  to 
the  mist  of  the  hill :  No  hunter  descended  from  its 
folds.  Silence  darkened'  in  the  land.  Blasts  sighed 
lonely  on  grassy  tombs. 

"  Descending  like  the  eagle  of  heaven,  with  all  his 
rustling  wings,  when  he  forsakes  the  blast,  with  joy, 
the  son  of  Trenmor  came  ;  Cdnar,  arm  of  death,  from 
Morven  of  the  groves.  lie  poured  his  might  along 
green  Erin.  Death  dimly  strode  behind  his  sword. 
Tlie  sons  of  Bolga  fled,  from  his  course,  as  from  a 
stream,  that  bursting  from  the  stormy  desert,  rolls  the 
fields  together,  with  all  their  echoing  woods.    Crothar  * 

*  The  delicacy  here,  wi,h  regard  to  CroUur,  is  proper.  Ashe  was  t!  e 
ancestor  of  Cathmor,  to  whom  the  episode  is  addressed,  the  bard  so  tens 
bis  defeat,  by  only  mentioning  that  \r,s  people  fled.  Cainmor  took  the  song 
of  Fonar  in  an  unfavourable  hsht.  Tlie  bar  Is  being  of  the  order  of  ihe 
Druids,  who  pretended  to  a  foreknowledge  of  events,  were  supposed  to 
liave  some  supernatural  prescience  of  futurity.  The  king  thought,  that 
Ihe  c!\oice  of-Fonar's  song  proceeded  ficm  his  foreseeing  the  unfortunate 
is'iie  of  the  war;  and  that  his  own  fate  was  shadowed  out,  in  that  of  his 
ancestor  Crothar.  The  attitude  of  the  bard,  after  the  reprimand  of  his 
patron,  is  picture-que  and  alVccting.  We  a<lmire  tlie  spcecU  of  Culmor, 
»)Ut  lament  tin:  efifect  it  has  on  the  fueling  soul  of  tlie  good  old  jiocf. 
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met  him  in  battle:  but  AInecma's  warriors  fled. 
The  king  of  Atha  slowly  retired,  in  the  grief  of  his 
soul-  He  afterwards  shone  in  the  south;  but  dim  as 
the  sun  of  Autumn  ;  w  hen  he  visits,  in  his  robes  of 
jiiist,  Lara  of  dark  streams.  The  withered  grass  is 
covered  with  dew;  the  field,  though  bright,  is  sadi" 

"  Why  wakes  the  bard  before  me,"  said  Cathmor, 
the  memory  of  those  who  fled  1  Has  some  ghost, 
fiom  his  dusky  cloud,  bent  forward  to  thine  ear ;  to 
frighten  Cathmor  from  the  field,  with  the  tales  of 
old?  Dwellers  of  the  skirts  of  night,  your  voice  is  but 
a  blast  to  me ;  w  liich  takes  the  grey  thistle's  head, 
and  strews  its  beard  on  streams.  Within  my  bosom 
is  a  voice.  Others  hear  it  not.  His  soul  forbids  the 
king  of  Erin  to  shrink  back  from  war. 

Abashed  the  bard  sinks  back  in  night:  retired  he 
bends  above  a  stream.  His  thoughts  are  orj  the  days 
of  Atha,  w  hen  Cathmor  heard  his  song  w  ith  joy.  His 
tears  came  rolling  down.  The  winds  are  in  his  beard. 
Erin  sleeps  around.  No  sleep  comes  down  on  Cath- 
mor's  eyes.  Dark,  in  his  soul,  he  saw  the  spirit  of 
low-laid  Cairbar.  He  saw  him,  without  his  song, 
lolled  in  a  blast  of  night.  He  rose.  His  steps 
were  round  the  host.  He  struck,  at  times,  his 
echoing  shield.  The  sound  reached  Ossian's  ear,  oi> 
Monii's  mossy  brow. 

"  Fillan,"  I  said,  "  the  foes  advance.  I  hear  the 
shield  of  war.     Stand    thoyi    in    the   narrow  path. 
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Ossian  sliall  inaik  their  course.  If  over  my  fall  the 
liost  should  pour;  then  be  thy  buckler  heard.  Awake 
the  king  on  his  heath,  lest  his  fame  should  fly  away." 
I  strode  in  all  my  rattling  arms;  wide-bounding  over 
a  stream  that  darkly-winded,  in  a  field,  before  the 
king  of  Atha.  Green  Atha's  king,  with  lifted  spear, 
came  forward  on  my  course.  Now  would  we  have 
jnixed  in  horrid  fray  like  two  contending  ghosts, 
that  bending  forward,  from  two  clouds,  send  forth 
the  roaring  winds  ;  did  not  Ossian  behold,  on  high, 
the  hehnet  of  Erin's  king^s.  The  eagle's  wing  spread 
above  it,  rustling  in  the  breeze.  A  red  star  looked 
through  the  plumes.     I  stopt  the  lifted  spear. 

•'  The  helmet  of  kings  is  before  me!  Who  art 
thou,  son  of  night?  Shall  Ossian's  spear  be  renown- 
ed, ^vhen  thou  art  lowly-laid?  At  once  he  dropt  the 
gleaming  lance.  Growing  before  me  seemed  the  fornix 
He  strelclied  his  hand  in  night.  He  spoke  the  words 
of  kings. 

"  Friend  of  the  spirits  of  heroes,  do  I  meet  thee 
thus  in  shades  ?  I  have  wisiied  for  thy  stately  steps 
in  Atha,  in  the  days  of  joy.  Why  should  ray  spear 
now  arise?  The  sun  must  behold  us,  Qssian,  when 
we  bend,  gleaming,  in  the  strife.  Future  warriors 
shall  mark  the  place:  and,  shuddering,  thhik  of  other 
years.  They  shall  mark  it,  like  the  haunt  of  ghosts, 
j)Jeasant  and  dreadful  to  the  soul." 

"  Shall  it  then  be  forgot,"  I  said,  "  where  we  meet 
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inpeace?  Is  the  remembrance  of  battles  aUvays 
pleasant  to  the  soul?  Do  not  we  behold,  with  joy, 
the  place  where  our  fathers  feasted  ]  But  our  eyes 
are  full  of  tears,  on  the  fields  of  their  war.  This  stone 
shall  rise,  with  all  its  moss,  and  speak  to  other  years. 
"  Here  Cathmor  and  Ossian  met:  the  warriors  met 
in  peace  !"  When  thou,  O  stone,  shalt  fail.  When 
Lubar's  stream  shall  roll  away !  then  shall  the  tra- 
veller come,  and  bend  here,  perhaps,  in  rest.  When 
the  darkened  moon  is  rolled  over  his  head,  our  sha- 
dowy fonns  may  come,  and,  mixing  with  his  dreams, 
remind  him  of  this  place.  But  why  tumest  thou  so 
dark  away,  son  of  Borbar-du-thul  ?"* 

"  Not  forgot,  son  of  Fingal,  shall  we  ascend  these 
winds.  Our  deeds  are  streams  of  light,  before  the 
eyes  of  bards.  But  darkness  is  rolled  on  Atha:  the 
king  is  low,  without  his  song:  still  there  was  a  beam 
towards  Cathmor  from  his  stormy  soul ;  like  the 
moon,  in  a  cloud,  amidst  the  dark -red  course  of  thun- 
der." 

"  Son  of  Eiin,"  I  replied,  "  my  \\rath  dwells  not 
in  his  earth.  ■\     My  hatred  flies,  on  eagle  wing,  from 

*  Ro\bai-(\ui\m\.  I  he  iitrly  warriornf  l/ie  (J.iri-brown  eye.'.  That  his  name 
suited  well  with  his  character,  we  may  ea-i!y  conceive,  from  the  story  de- 
livered toncernini;  hmi.  by  Malthos,  toward  tlie  end  of  the  sixth  book.  Me 
was  the  bro  her  of  that  Colcuila,  who  i>  mentioned  in  the  episode  which 
begins  the  fourth  book. 

+  This  reply  abounds  with  the  ser.timent?  of  a  nobi-  mind.  Though,  of 
all  men  livin;;,  he  was  the  njost  injured  by  Cairbai:,  yet  he  lays  aside  bis 
rage  as  the  foe  zv.is  ion:  How  dilfcrent  is  tins  from  tho  beiiaviOur  of  the 
hetoei  of  other  ancient  poems.     Cyutr.-.m  aurcm  velht. 
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the  foe  that  is  low.   He  shall  hear  the  song  of  bards, 

Cairhar  shall  rejoice  on  his  vvnids." 

Cathmor's  swelling  soul  arose.  He  took  the  dagger 
from  his  side;  and  placed  it  gleaming  in  my  hand.  He 
placed  it  in  my  hand,  with  sighs,  and  silent,  strode 
away.  Mine  eyes  followed  his  departure.  He  dimly 
gleamed.,  like  the  form  of  a  ghost,  which  meets  atia- 
veller,  by  night,  on  the  dark-skirted  heath.  His 
words  are  dark,  like  songs  of  old :  with  morning 
strides  the  unfinished  shade  away ! 

*  Who  comes  from  Lubar's  vale  1  From  the  skirts 
of  the  morning  mist?  The  drops  of  heaven  are  on 
his  head.  His  steps  are  in  the  paths  of  the  sad.  It 
is  Carril  of  other  times.  He  comes  from Tura's  silent 
cave,  I  behold  it  dark  in  the  rock,  through  the  thin 
folds  of  mist.  There,  perhaps,  Cuthullin  sits,  on  the 
blast  which  bends  its  trees.  Pleasant  is  the  song  of 
the  morning  from  the  bard  of  Erin! 

"  The  waves  crowd  away,"  said  Carril.  "  They 
crowd  away  for  fear.  They  hear  the  sound  of  thy 
coming  forth,  O  sun  !  Terrible  is  thy  beauty,  son  of 
heaven,  when  deatji  is  descending  on  thy  locks: 
when  thou  rollest  thy  vapours  before  thee,  over  the 

*  The  morning  of  tiie  second  day,  from  the  opening  of  the  poem,  comes 
on.  After  the  death  of  Cuthullin,  Carril,  the  son  of  Kinfena,  his  bard,  re- 
tired to  the  cave  of  Tura,  which  was  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Moi-lena,  the 
scene  of  the  poem  of  Tcmora.  His  casual  appearance  here  enables  Os- 
sian  to  fulfil  immediately  ihe  promise  he  had  made  to  Cathmor,  of  causing 
the  funeral  song  to  be  pronounced  over  the  tomb  of  Cairbar.  This.oook 
takes  •Ji.-only  the  space  of  a  few  hours. 


AN    EPIC    POEM.  205 

blasted  host.  But  ploasant  is  thy  beam  to  the  hun- 
ter, sittujg  by  the  rock  in  a  storm,  when  thou  shewest 
thyself  from  the  parted  cloud,  and  brightenest  his 
dewy  locks:  he  looks  down  on  the  streamy  vale,  and 
beholds  the  descent  of  roes  !  How  long  shalt  thou 
rise  on  war,  and  roll,  a  bloody  shield,  through  hea- 
ven 1  I  see  the  death  of  heroes,  dark-wandering  over 
thy  face!" 

"  Why  wander  the  words  of  CanlH"  I  said. 
*'  Does  the  son  of  heaven  mourn?  He  is  unstained 
in  his  course,  ever  rejoicing  in  his  fire.  Roll  on, 
thou  careless  light.  Thou  too,  perhaps,  must  fall. 
Thy  darkening  hour  may  seize  thee,  struggling,  as 
thou  rollest  through  thy  sky.  But  pleasant  is  the 
voice  of  the  bard  :  pleasant  to  Ossian's  soul !  It  is 
like  the  shower  of  the  morning,  when  it  comes  thro* 
the  rustling  vale,  on  which  the  sun  looks  thro'  mist 
ust  rising  from  his  rocks.  But  this  is  no  tune,  () 
bard !  to  sit  down,  at  the  strife  of  song.  Fuigal  is  in 
arms  on  the  vale.  Thou  seest  the  flaming  shield  of 
the  king.  His  face  darkens  between  his  locks.  He 
beholds  the  wide  rolling  of  Erin.  Does  not  Carril 
behold  that  tomb,  beside  the  roaring  stream?  Three 
stones  lift  their  grey  heads,  beneath  a  bending  oak, 
A  king  is  lowly  laid !  Give  thou  his  soul  to  the  wind- 
He  is  the  brother  of  Cathmor  !  Open  his  airy  hall ! 
Let  thy  song  be  a  stream  of  joy  to  Cairbar's  darkened 
ehost !" 
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ARGUMENT. 

Hfoming  coming  on,  Pingal,  after  a  speech  to  his  people,  de- 
volves the  command  on  Gaul,  the  son  of  Morni ;  it  being 
the  custom  of  the  times,  that  the  king  should  not  engage,  till 
the  necessity  of  affairs  required  his  superior  valour  and  con- 
duct. The  king  and  Ossian  rethe  to  the  rock  of  Coiinul, 
which  overlooked  the  field  of  battle.  The  bards  sing  the 
war-song.  The  general  conflict  is  described.  Gaul,  the  son 
of  Morni,  distinguishes  himself;  kills  Turlatiion,  chief  of 
Momth,  and  otiier  chiefs  of  lesser  name.  On  the  other 
hand,  Foldath,  who  commanded  the  Irish  army  (for  Cath- 
inor,  after  the  example  of  Fingal,  kept  himself  from  battle) 
fights  gallantly ;  kills  Connal,  chief  of  Dun-lora,  and  ad- 
vances to  engage  Gaul  himself.  Gaul,  in  the  mean  time, 
being  woimded  in  the  Irand  by  a  random  arrow,  is  co- 
vered by  Fillan,  the  son  of  Fingal,  who  performs  prodi- 
gies of  valour.  Night  comes  on.  The  horn  of  Fingal  re- 
cals  liis  army.  The  bards  meet  tliem,  with  a  congratu- 
latory song,  in  which  the  praises  of  Gaul  and  Fillan  ar« 
particularly  celebrated.  The  chiefs  sit  down  at  a  feast; 
Fingal  misses  Connal.  The  episode  of  Connal  and  Huth- 
caron  is  introduced;  which  throws  furtlier  light  on  the 
ancient  history  of  Ireland.  Carril  is  dispatched  to  raise 
the  tomb  of  Connal.  The  action  of  this  book  takes  lip 
tlie  second  day,  from  the  opening  uf  the  poem. 
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^N  EIGHT  BOOKS. 

BOOK  in. 

Who  is  thai,  at  blue-streaming  Lubar?  Who,  by 
ihe  bending  hill  of  roes  ?  Tall,  he  leans  on  an  oak 
torn  from  high,  by  nightly  winds.  Who  but  Comhal's 
son,  brightening  in  the  last  of  his  fields  1  His  grey 
hair  is  on  the  breeze.  He  half  unsheaths  the  sword 
of  Luuo.  His  eyes  are  turned  to  Moi-lena,  to  the 
dark  moving  of  foes.  Dost  thou  hear  the  voice  of 
the  king?  It  is  like  the  bursting  of  a  stream,  in  the 
desert,  when  it  comes,  between  its  echoing  Tocks,  to 
the  blasted  field  of  the  sun! 

"Wide-skirted  comes  down  the  foe!  Sons  of 
woody  Selma,  arise!  Be  ye  like  the  rocks  of  our 
land,  on  whose  brown  sides  are  the  rolling  of  streams. 
A  beam  of  joy  comes  on  my  soul.  I  see  the  foe 
mighty  before  me.  It  is  when  he  is  feeble,  that  the 
sighs  of  Fingal  are  heard ;  lest  death  should  coma 
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without  renown,  and  darkness  dwell  on  his  tomtr. 
Who  sliall  lead  the  war,  against  the  host  of  AlnecmaT 
It  is,  only  when  danger  grows,  that  my  sword  shall 
shine.  Such  was  tlie  custom,  heretofore,  of  Trenmor 
the  ruler  of  winds!  and  thus  descended  to  battle  the 
blue-shielded  Trathal ! 

The  chiefs  bend  toward  the  king.  Each  darkly 
seems  to  claim  the  war.  They  tell,  by  halves,  their 
mighty  deeds.  They  turn  their  eyes  on  Erin.  But 
far  before  the  rest  tiie  son  of  Morni  stands.  Silent  he 
stands,  for  who  had  not  heard  of  the  battles  of  Gaul  1 
They  rose  within  his  soul.  His  hand,  in  secret,  seized 
the  sword.  The  sword  which  he  brought  from  Stru- 
nion,  when  the  strength  of  Morni  failed.* 

*  Strumon,  stream  of  the  hill,  (lie  name  of  the  seat  of  the  family  of  Gaul, 
in  the  neighbourhood  of  Sclma.  During  Gaul's  expedition  to  Tromathon, 
mentioned  in  Ihepoem  of  Oithna,  Morni  his  father  died.  Morni  ordered 
the  i-word  of  Strumon,  (which  had  been  preserved,  in  llie  family,  as  a  re- 
lique,  from  the  days  of  Colgach,  the  mo^t  renowned  of  his  ancestwrs)  to  be 
laid  by  his  side,  in  the  tomb  :  at  the  same  time,  leaving  it  in  charge  to  hi» 
son,  not  to  take  it  from  thence,  till  he  was  reduced  to  the  last  extremity. 
T^ot  long  after,  two  of  his  brothers  being  slain,  in  battle,  by  Coldaronnan, 
chief  of  Clutha,  Gaiil  wei\t  to  his  father's  tomb  to  talce  the  sword.  His 
address  to  the  spirit  of  the  deceased  hero,  is  die  subject  of  the  following 
sliort  poem. 

GAUL.  "  Breaker  of  echoing  shields,  wh(!ie  Ifead  isdeep  in  shatles; 
hear  me  from  the  darkness  of  Cloia,  o  son  of  Colgach,  hear ! 

"  No  rustling,  like  the  eagle's  wing,  comes  over  the  course  of  my 
streams.  Deep  bosomed  in  the  midst  of  the  desert,  O  king  of  Strumon, 
hear  I 

"  DwcUcst  thou  in  (he  sliadowy  breeze,  tliat  pours  its  dark  wave 
over  the  grass*  Cease  to  slrew  tlie  bean!  of  tlie  thistle;  O  chief  of 
Clora,  hear ! 

"  Or  ridest  tho«  on  a  beam,  amidst  the  dark  trouble  of  clouds ;  Pourest 
tbou  ihcloud  wind  on  seas,  to  roll  their  blue  waves  over  isles  ?  hear  me, 
father  of  Gaul;  amidst  Ihy  terrors,  hear ! 

"  The  rustiin^  of  eagles  is  heard,  ihs  raurmuring  oaks  shake  their  heads 
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On  liis  sj)ear  leans  Fillan  of  Selma,  *  in  the  wander- 
ing of  his  locks.  Tiirice  he  raises  his  eyes  to  Fingal; 
his  voice  thrice  fails  him,  as  lie  speaks.  My  brother 
could  not  boast  of  battles:  at  once  he  strides  away. 
Bent  over  a  distant  stream  he  stands :  tlie  tear  hangs 
in  his  eye.  He  strikes,  at  times,  the  tJiistle's  head, 
with  his  inverted  spear.  Nor  is  he  unseen  of  Fingal. 
Sidelong  he  bi  holds  his  son.  He  beholds  him,  with 
bursting  joy ;  and  turns,  amid  his  crowded  soul.  In 
silence  turns  the  king  towards  Mora  of  woods.  He 
hides  the  big  tear  with  his  locks.  At  length  his  voice 
is  heard. 

"  First  of  the  sons  of  iNIorni !  Thou  rock  that  de- 
fiest  the  storm  !  Lead  thou  my  battle,  for  the  race 
of  low-laid  Cormac.  No  boy's  staft'  is  thy  spear :  no 
harmless  beam  of  light  thy  sword.  Son  of  JMorui  of 
steeds,  behold  the  foe  !     Destroy  !     Fillan,  observe 

on  the  hills :  dreadful  and  jileasant  is  thyai-proacli,  friend  cf  the  dwellinj 
of  heroes. 

MORN  I.  "  Who  awatcsrae,  in  the  midst  if  my  cloud,  where  my  locks 
of  mibt  spread-  on  the  winds  ?  iMix.'d  with  the  uoise  of  stream*,  why  rises 
the  Voice  of  Gaul? 

GAUL.  "  My  foes  are  around  me,  Morni:  their  dark  ships  descend 
from  tl-eir  waves.  Give  the  sworJ  of  Strumon,  that  beam  which  thou 
hidest  in  thy  niyht. 

MORNI.  '•  lake  the  sword  of  resouivdins  ■  Strumon ;  I  look  on  thy 
war,  my  son;  I  look  a  dim  meteor,  from  my  cloud;  blue-i!ueldcd  Gaul, 
destroy." 

*  Clatho  was  ihe.daughter  of  CathuM.i,  king  of  Iristcre.  Fingal.in  one 
of  his  expeditions  to  that  island,  fell  in  love  wiili  Clutho,  and  took  her 
to  wife,  after  the  death  of  Ros-ciana,  the  daughter  of  Cormac,  king  of  Ire- 
land. 

Clatho  was  the  mother  ofRyno,  Fil'.an,  and  Cosmina,  mentioned  in  tie 
battle  of  Lora.  Fillan  is  often  called  the  son  of  Clatho,  to  distinguish  biia 
*rora  those  sons  which  Fingal  had  b>  Ros-crana. 
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llie  chief!  He  is  not  calm  in  strife:  i.or  burns  {le^ 
heedless,  in  battle.  My  son,  observe  the  chief! 
He  is  strong  as  Liibar's  stream,  but  never  foams  and 
roars.  High  on  cloudy  Mora,  Fingal  shall  behold 
the  war.  Stand,  Ossian,*  near  thy  father,  by  the  fall- 
ing stream.  Raise  the  voice,  O  bards!  Selma,  move 
beneath  the  sound.  It  is  my  latter  field.  Clothe  it 
over  with  light." 

As  the  sudden  rising  of  winds;  or  distant  rolling  of 
troubled  seas,  when  some  daik  ghost,  in  wrath  heaves 
the  billows  over  an  l^le  :  an  isle,  the  seat  of  mist,  on 
the  deep,  for  many  dark-brown  years!  So  terrible  i» 
the  sound  (»f  the  host,  wide-moving  over  the  field. 
Gaul  is  tall  before  them.  The  streams  glitter  within 
his  strides.  The  hauls  raise  the  song  by  his  side.  He 
strikes  his  shield  between.  On  the  skirts  of  the  blast, 
the  tuneful  voices  rise. 

"  On  Crona,"  said  the  bards,  "  there  bursts  a 
stream  by  night.  It  swells  in  its  own  dark  course, 
till  morning's  early  beam.  Then  conies  it  white  from 
tlie  hill,  with  the  rocks  and  their  hundred  groves. 
Far  be  my  steps  from  Crona.  Death  is  tumbling 
there.  Be  ye  a  stream  from  Mora,  sons  of  cloudy 
Morven!" 

"  Who  rises,  from  his  car,  on  Clutha  ?  The  hills 
are  troubled  before  the  king!    The  dark  woods  echo 


»  i;Uin  being  senMi>  Morven  wiilulie  L>0.1»  uf  Ocar,  Osaiiii  altcn 
faihei  1  111  qtuliiy  ul"  tUiet  (jiml. 
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found,  and  lighten  at  his  steel.  See  him,  amidst  the 
foe,  like  Colgach's  *  sportful  ghost:  when  he  scatters 
the  clouds,  and  rides  the  eddying  winds !  It  is 
Moniit  of  bounding  steeds!  Be  like  thy  father,  O 
Oanll" 

"  Selnia  is  opened  w  ide.  Bards  take  the  tremb- 
ling harps.  Ten  youths  bear  the  oak  of  the  feast.  A 
distant  sun-beam  marks  the  hill.  The  dusky  waves 
of  the  blast  fly  over  the  fields  of  grass.  Why  art 
thou  silent,  O  Selma?  The  king  returns  with  all  his 
fame.  Did  not  the  battle  roar?  yet  peaceful  is  his 
brow?  It  roared,  and  Fingal  overcame.  Be  like  thy 
father,  O  Fillan!" 

They  move  beneath  the  song.  High  wave  their 
arms,  as  rushy  ^eUls,  beneath  autunmal  winds.  On 
Mora  stands  the  king  in  arms.     Mist  flies  round  his 

*  There  are  some  traditions,  but,  1  believe,  of  late  invention,  that  this 
Coli-ach 'was  tlie  same  with  the  Galgacus  of  Tacitus.  He  was  the  ancestor 
of  Gaul,  the  5on  of  Morni,  and  appears,  from  some,  really  ancient,  tradi- 
tions, to  have  been  king,  or  Vergobret,  of  the  Caledonians;  and  hence 
proceeded  the  pretensions  of  the  family  of  Morni  to  the  throne,  which 
created  a  good  rieal  of  disturbance,  both  to  Comhal  and  his  son  Fingal,  The 
first  was  killed  in  battle  hy  that  tribe  ;  and  it  was  after  Fingal  was  grown 
U]),  that  they  were  reduced  to  obedience.  Colgach  signifies  ferce!y-look- 
tug  ;  which  is  a  very  proper  name  for  a  warrior,  and  is  probably  ihc  origin 
(if  Galgacus  ;  thoujh  1  believe  it  a  matter  of  mere  conjecture,  that  the 
Cdlgach  here  mentioned  was  the  same  with  that  hero.  1  cannot  help  ob- 
si^rving,  that  the  song  of  the  uaids  is  conducted  with  propriety.  Gaul, 
whose  experience  might  have  rendered  his  condiKt  cautious  in  war,  ha» 
the  example  of  his.  father,  just  ru-hiii'^  to  battle,  set  before  his  eyes.  Fil- 
lan, on  the  other  hand,  whose  youth  might  make  him  impetuous  and  un- 
guarded in  action,  is  put  in  mind  of  the  sedate  and  serene  behaviour  of 
Fingal  upon  like  occasions. 

+  The  expedition  of  Morni  to  CUilha.  alluded  to  here,  is  handed  J»\vn 
in  iradiiioD. 
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buckler  abroad ;  as,  aloft,  it  liiuig  on  a  boiigli,  oa 
Cormul's  mossy  rock.  In  silence  I  stood  by  Fiiigal, 
and  turned  my  eyes  on  Cromla's*  wood:  lest  I  should 
behold  the  host,  and  rush  amid  my  swelling  soul. 
My  foot  is  forward  on  the  heath.  I  glittered,  tali,  in 
«teel:  like  the  falling  stream  of  Tromo,  which  uiglitiy 
winds  bind  over  with  ice.  The  boy  sees  it,  on  high, 
gleaming  to  the  early  beam :  toward  it  he  turns  his 
ear,  and  wonders  why  it  is  so  silent ! 

Nor  bent  over  a  stream  is  Cathmor,  like  a  youth  in 
a  peaceful  field.  Wide  he  drew  forward  the  war,  a 
dark  and  troubled  wave.  But  when  he  beheld  Fin- 
gal  on  Mora,  liis  generous  pride  arose.  "  Shall  the 
chief  of  Atha  fight,  and  no  king  in  the  field?  Foldath 
lead  my  people  forth.     Thou  art  a  beam  of  fire." 

Forth  issues  Foldath  of  Moma,  like  a  cloud,  the 
robe  of  ghosts.  lie  drew  his  sword,  aflame,  from 
his  side.  He  bade  the  battle  move.  The  tribes,  like 
ridgy  waves,  dark  pour  their  strength  aromid.  Haugh- 
ty is  his  stride  before  them.  His  red  eye  rolls  in 
wrath.  He  calls  Cormul  chief  of  Dunratho;!  and  his 
words  were  heard. 

*  The  mounlain  Cromla  was  in  tlK-  iieijlibovirlinod  of  ilie  scene  of  tliU 
poem;  which  was  ntaiiy  ilie  same  with  thatcf  Fingal. 

+  Duii-ratho,  a  hill,  ivilh  a  plain  on  its  lop.  Corm-uil,  blue  eye.  Foldatb 
tVispatclies  here,  Coimul  io  lie  in  aml)ush  behind  the  armyof  tlie  Caledo- 
nians. This  speech  suits  with  the  cliaracter  of  Foldath,  which  is,  through- 
out, hauglity  and  presumptuous.  Towards  tlie  latter  end  of  this  speech, 
■we  find  the  opinion  of  tlie  times,  concerning  the  \inhappines?  of  the  souls 
•f  tliose  who  were  buried  without  the  funeral  song.  This  doctrine 
was  inculcated  by  Uie  bards,  to  make  their  order  respectable  and  necc>- 
»?iry. 
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"  ComiHl,  thou  beholdest  that  path.  It  vinds 
green  behhid  the  foe.  Place  thy  people  there,  lest 
Selma  should  escape  from  my  sword.  Bards  of  green- 
valleyed  Erin,  let  no  voice  of  yours  arise.  The  sons 
of  Morven  must  fall  without  song.  They  are  the  foes 
of  Cairbar.  Hereafter  shall  the  traveller  meet  their 
dark,  thick  mist  on  Lena,  where  it  wanders,  w  ith  their 
ghosts,  beside  the  reedy  lake.  Never  shall  they  rise, 
without  song,  to  the  dwelling  of  winds." 

Cormul  darkened,  as  he  w  ent.  Behind  him  rushed 
his  tribe.  They  sunk  beyond  the  rock.  Gaul  spoke 
to  Fillan  of  Selma ;  as  his  eye  pursued  the  course  of 
the  dark-eyed  chief  of  Dun-ratho.  "  Thou  beholdest 
the  steps  of  Cormul!  Let  thine  arm  be  strong! 
When  he  is  low,  son  of  Fingal,  remember  Gaul  in 
»var.  Here  I  fall  fonvard  into  battle,  amid  the  ridge 
of  shields." 

■  The  sign  of  death  ascends :  the  dreadful  sound  of 
Morni's  shield.  Gaul  pours  his  voice  between.  Fin- 
gal rises  on  Mora.  He  saw  them,  from  w  ing  to  wing, 
bending  at  once  in  strife.  Gleaming,  on  his  own 
dark  hill,  stood  Cathmor  of  streamy  Atha.  The  kings 
were  like  two  spirits  of  heaven,  standing  each  on  his 
gloomy  cloud;  when  they  pour  abroad  the  winds, 
and  lift  the  roaiing  seas.  The  blue  tumbling  of  w  aves 
is  before  them,  marked  with  the  paths  of  v\hales. 
They  tliemselves  are  calm  and  bright.  The  gale  lifts 
slowlv  their  locks  of  mist ! 
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What  beam  of  light  hangs  high  in  air !  What 
beam,  but  Morni's  dreadful  sword !  Death  is  strew^ 
ed  on  thy  paths,  O  Gaul!  Thou  foldest  them  to- 
gether in  thy  rage.  Like  a  young  oak  falls  Tur-la- 
thou,*  with  his  branches  round  him.  His  high-bo- 
somed spouse  stretches  her  white  arms,  in  dreams,  to 
the  returning  chief,  as  she  sleeps  by  gurgling  Moruth, 
in  her  disordered  locks.  It  is  his  ghost,  Oichoma. 
The  chief  is  lowly  laid.  Hearken  not  to  the  winds 
for  Turlathon's  echoing  shield.  It  is  pierced,  by  his 
streams.     Its  sound  is  passed  away. 

Not  peaceful  is  the  hand  of  Foldath.  He  winds 
liis  course  in  blood.  Connal  met  him  in  fight.  They 
mixed  their  clanging  steel.  Why  should  mine  eyes 
behold  them  ?  Connal,  thy  locks  are  grey  !  Thou 
wert  the  friend  of  strajigers,  at  the  moss-covered  rock 
of  Dun-lora.  When  the  skies  were  rolled  together : 
then  tiiy  feast  was  spread.  The  stranger  heard  the 
winds  without;  and  rejoiced  at  thy  burning  oak. 
Why,  son  of  Duth-caron,  art  thou  laid  in  blood! 
The  blasted  tree  bends  above  thee.  Thy  shield  lies 
broken  near.  Thy  blond  mixes  with  the  stream;  thou 
breaker  of  the  shields ! 

Ossian  took  tlie  spear,  in  his  wratli.  But  Gaul 
rushed  forward  on  Foldath.  The  feejjle  pass  by  his 
side:  his  rage  is  turned  on  Moma's  chief.     Now  they 

*  Tur -Utbor\, hrnaJ  trunk  of  ,2  tree.  ^\o\\i\h, grf.it  stream.  Oitliauma, 
mild  maiit.    Dun'-\iji3,l/ie  full oj  thi Hi/i.y  ^trejm.  Uuih-c.ucii,  Jari-ircxiii 
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had  raised  their  deathful  spears :  unseen  an  arrow 
came.  It  pierced  the  hand  of  Gaul.  His  steel  fell 
sounding  to  earth.  Young  Fillan  came,*  with  Cor- 
mul's  siiield!  He  stretched  it  large  before  the  chief. 
Foldath  sent  his  shouts  abroad,  and  kindled  all  the 
field:  as  a  blast  that  lifts  the  wide-winged  flame  over 
Lunion's  echoing  grovcs.f 

"  Son  of  blue-eyed  Clatho,"  said  Gaul,  "  O  Fil- 
lan !  thou  art  a  beam  from  heaven ;  that,  coming  on 
the  troubled  deep,  binds  up  the  tempest's  wing. 
Cormul  is  fallen  before  thee.  Early  art  thou  in  the 
fame  of  thy  fathers.  Rush  not  too  far,  my  hero.  I 
canuot  lift  the  spear  to  aid.  I  stand  harailess  in  bat- 
tle:  but  my  voice  shall  be  poured  abroad.  The 
sons  of  Selnva  shall  hear,  and  remember  my  former 
deeds." 

His  terrible  voice  rose  on  the  wind.  The  host 
bends  forward  in  fight.  Often  had  they  heard  him, 
at  Strumon,  when  he  called  them  to  the  chace  of  the 
hinds.  He  stands  tall,  amid  the  war,  as  an  oak  in  the 
skirts  of  a  storm,  which  now  is  clothed  on  high, 
in  mist:  then  shews  its  broad,  waving  head.  The 
musing  hunter  lifts  his  eye,  from  his  own  rushy 
field ! 

•  Filbn  h^d  been  dUpatclied  by  Gaul  to  oppose  Cormul,  wl>o  hart  b-en 
sent  by  Koldat;i  lu  lie  in  ambush  behiiul  the  Caledonian  army.  It  appears 
tliat  Fiilan  had  lillcd  Ci-rmul.  olher\vi>.e  he  could  not  be  supposid  to  have 
possessed  himself  of  the  shield  of  that  chief. 

+  Lumon,  bendii:«  hill;  a  raounlain  in  Inis-huna,  or  that  part  of  Sbutlx 
Biitaiu  which  is  over  against  the  Iri  h  coast. 
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My  soul  pursues  thee,  O  Fillan!  through  the  path 
of  thy  fame.  Thou  roUedstthe  foe  before  thee.  Now 
Foldath,  perhaps,  may  fly:  but  night  conies  down 
witli  its  clouds.  Cathmor's  horn  is  heard  on  high. 
The  sons  of  Sehiia  hear  the  voice  of  Fingal,  from 
Mora's  gathered  mist.  The  bards  pour  tlieir  song, 
like  dew,  on  the  returning  war. 

"  Who  conies  from  Strumon,"  they  said,  "  amid 
her  wandering  locks?  She  is  mournful  in  her  steps, 
and  lifts  her  blue  eyes  towards  Erin.  Why  art  thou 
sad,  Evir-choma?*  Who  is  like  thy  chief  in  renown? 
He  descended  dreadfid  to  battle ;  he  returns,  like  a 
light  from  a  cloud.  He  raised  the  sword  in  wrath: 
they  shrunk  before  blue-shielded  Gaul! 

"  Joy,  like  the  rustlbg  gale,  comes  on  the  soul  of 
the  king.  He  remembers  the  battles  of  old;  the 
days,  uherein  his  fathers  fought.  The  days  of  old 
return  on  Fingal's  mind,  as  he  beholds  the  renown  of 
his  son.  As  the  son  rejoices,  from  his  cloud,  over 
the  tree  his  beams  have  raised,  as  it  shakes  its  lonely 
head  on  the  heath;  so  joyful  is  the  king  over  Fillan  ! 

"  As  the  rolling  of  thunder  on  hills,  when  lira's 
fields  are  still  and  dark,  such  are  the  steps  of  Selma, 
pleasant  and  dreadful  to  the  ear.  They  return  with 
their  soimd,  like  eagles  to  their  dark-browed  rock, 
after-  the  prey  is  torn  on  the  field,  the  dun  sons  of  the 

*  Evir-choama,  mild  and  slauh  nuiid,  tt.e  wife  of  G.uil,  Slie  was  tl'.r 
i^atighurrifCasdueonglais,  cliict  oi  I  (irunln,  onf  of  the  Hcbiiilos. 
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bounding  hind.  Your  fathers  rejoice  from  their 
clouds,  sons  of  streamy  Sehna  !" 

Such  was  the  nightly  voice  of  bards,  on  Mora  of 
the  hinds.  A  flame  rose,  from  an  hundred  oaks, 
which  winds  had  torn  from  Cormul's  steep.  The 
feast  is  spread  in  the  midst:  around  sat  the  gleaming 
chiefs.  Fiugal  is  there  in  his  strength.  The  eagle- 
wing  *  of  his  helmet  sounds.  The  rustling  blasts  of 
the  west,  unequal  rush  through  night.  Long  looks 
the  king  in  silence  round :  at  length,  his  w  ords  arc 
lieard. 

"  My  sold  feels  a  want  in  our  joy.  I  behold 
a  breach  among  my  friends.  The  head  of  one  tree 
is  low.  The  squally  \\  iud  pours  in  on  Selma.  Where 
is  the  chief  of  Duu-lora  ?  Ought  Connal  to  be  for- 
got at  the  feast?  When  did  he  forget  the  stranger, 
in  the  midst  of  his  echoing  hall  ?  Ye  are  silent  ia 
my  presence !  Connal  is  then  no  more.  Joy  meet 
thee,  O  warrior!  like  a  stream  of  light.  Swift  be 
thy  course  to  thy  fathers,  along  the  roaring  winds! 
Ossian,  thy  soul  is  fire:  kindle  the  memon*'  of  the 
king.  Awake  the  battles  of  Connal,  when  first  b.e 
shone  in  war.  The  locks  of  Counal  were  grey.  His 
days  of  youth  f  were  mixed  with  mine.     In  one  day 

*  Tlie  kings  of  Caledonia  and  Ireland  Iiad  a  iilume  of  eagle's  featl-ers, 
by  way  of  ornament,  in  their  helmets,  it  was  from  this  dist  n-uished  mark 
that  Ossian  knew  (Jalhmor,  in  the  second  hook. 

+  After  the  death  of  Comhal,  and  during  the  usurpatioti  of  tliejribe  of 
Morni,Fing.,I  waseduciitcd  in  private  hy  Duihcaion.  It  was  thc-n  he  con- 
tacted that  intimacy  wllli  Cunnal,  the  sun  of  Dullicaron,  which  o(.ca3io!:s 
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Duthcaron  first  strung  our  bows,  against  the  roes  of 

Dun-lora. 

"  Many,"  I  said,  "  are  our  paths  to  battle,  in  green 
vaUied  Erin.  Often  did  our  sails  arise,  over  the  bUie 
tuoibUng  waves;  when  we  caine,  in  other  daj-s,  to 
aid  the  race  of  Conar.  The  strife  roared  once  in  Al- 
necnia,  at  the  foam-covered  streams  of  Duth-ula.* 
With  Cormac  descended  to  battle  Duthcaron  from 
cloudy  Sclnia.  Nor  descended  Duthcaron  alone,  his 
son  was  by  his  side,  the  long-haired  youth  of  Connal 
lifting  the  first  of  his  sjiears.  Thou  didst  command 
them,  O  Fingal!  to  aid  the  king  of  Erin. 

"  Like  the  bursting  strength  of  ocean,  tiie  sons  of 
J5olga  rushed  to  war.  Colc-ulla  f  was  before  them, 
the  chief  of  blue-streaming  Alha.  The  battle  was 
mixed  ou  the   plain.     Cormac  I   shone  in  his  own 

his  regretting  so  much  his  fall.  When  Fingal  was  grown  U)),  he  soon  re- 
duced the  tribe  of  Morni^  and,  as  it  ajipears  from  the  subsequent  episode, 
sent  Duthcaron  and  his  son  Connal  to  the  aid  of  Cormac,  the  son  of  Conar, 
king  of  Ireland,  who  was  driven  to  the  last  extremity,  by  the  insurrections 
of  ihe  Firbolg.  This  episode  throws  farther  lighten  the  contests  between 
tlie  Caol  and  Firbolg. 

*  Duth-ula,  airiver  in  Connaught;  \t  i\s.mfies,  dari-riisliittg  nni'r. 

+  Colc-ulla, ^i-ff;  loot  in  ituc/iness ;  he  was  the  brother  of  Borbar-duthul, 
the  father  of  Cairbar  and  Cathmor,  who,  after  the  death  of  Cormac,  tlis 
son  of  Artho,  successively  mounted  the  Irish  throne. 

X  Cormac,  the  son  of  Conar,  the  second  king  of  Ireland,  of  the  race  of 
the  Caledonians.  This  insurrection  of  the  Firbolg  happened  towards  the 
latter  end  of  the  long  reign  of  Cormac.  He  never  possessed  the  Irish 
throne  jieaceably.  The  party  of  the  family  of  Alha  had  made  several  at 
empis  to  overturn  the  succession  in  the  race  of  Cona, before  they  ellected 
it,  in  the  minority  of  Cormac,  the  sonof  Artlio.  IreUnd,  from  tlie  mosj 
ancient  accounts  concerning  it,  seems  to  have  been  always  so  disiurbed 
br  i.omestic  commotions,  that  it  is  difficult  to  say  whether  it  ever  was,  for 
any  ien^th  of  time,  subject  lo  one  mouarch.     It  is  certain,  that  every  pro- 
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strife,  bright  as  the  forms  of  his  fathers.  But,  far 
before  the  rest,  Duthcaron  hewed  down  the  foe. 
Nor  slept  the  arm  of  Comial  by  his  father's  side. 
Colc-ulla  prevailed  on  the  plain:  like  scattered  mist, 
fled  the  people  of  Corniac.  * 

"  Then  rose  the  sword  of  Duthcaron,  and  the  steel 
of  broad-shielded  Counal.  They  shaded  their  flying 
friends,  like  two  rocks  with  their  heads  of  pine. 
Night  came  down  on  Duth-ula:  silent  strode  the 
chiefs  over  the  field.  A  mountain-stream  roared 
across  the  path,  nor  could  Duthcaron  bound  over  its 
course."  "  Why  stands  my  father?"'  said  Coiinal. 
"  I  hear  the  rushing  foe." 

"  Fly,  Coimal,"  lie  said.  "  Thy  father's  strength 
begins  to  fail.  I  come  wounded  from  battle.  Here 
•let  me  rest  in  night."  "  But  tnou  shalt  not  remain 
alone,"  said  Connal's  bursting  sigh.  "  My  shield  is 
an  eagle's  wing  to  cover  the  king  of  Dim-lora."  He 
bends  dark  above  his  father.  The  mighty  Duthcaron 
dies. 

Day  rose,  and  night  returned.   No  lonely  bard  ai> 

•vince,  if  Rot  every  small  district,  had  its  o-.n  kinp.  One  of  ihese  petty 
princes  assumed,  at  times,  the  title  of  king  of  Ireland,  and,  on  account  of 
his  superior  force,  or  in  cnscs  of  public  danger,  was  acknowledged  by  tlie 
rest  as  siidi ;  but  the  succession,  f ion  father  to  son,  does  not  appear  to 
liave  been  established.  It  was  the  divisions  amongst  themselves,  arising 
from  the  bad  constitution  of  their  govermeut,  tliat,  at  last,  subjected  the 
Jrisii  to  a  foreign  yoke. 

•  The  inhabitants  of  L'Uin  or  lli'er.  who  were  of  the  race  of  the  Cale- 
donian-, seem,  alone,  to  have  been  the  firm  friends  to  tlie  succession  in 
fatnily  of  Conar.  'Ihe  Firbolg  were  only  sul  ject  tothem  by  consirjint,  and 
•labraced  every  oppor.uniiy  to  tlirow  off  their  yoke. 
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peared,  dee{>-inu.siiig  on  the  heath :  and  cowld  Con- 
nal  leave  tlie  tomb  of  his  father,  till  he  should  re- 
ceive his  fame?  He  bent  the  bow  against  the  rose  of 
Duth-ula.  He  spread  the  lonely  feast.  Seven  nights 
he  laid  his  head  on  the  tomb,  aaid  saw  his  father  in 
his  dreams.  He  saw  him  rolled,  dark,  in  a  blast,  like 
the  vapour  of  reedy  Lego.  At  length  the  steps  of 
*  Colgan  came,  the  bard  of  high  Temora.  Duthcaron 
received  his  fame,  and  brightened,  as  he  rose  on  the 
wind. 


*  Colgan,  the  son  of  Catlimu!,  was  ilie  principal  bard  of  Corraac,  king 
of  Ireland.  Tlie  following  dialogue,  on  the  loves  of  Fingal  and  Ros-XTana, 
may  be  ascribed  to  him: 

ROS-CRANA.  By  night,  came  a  dream  to  Ro?-ciana  !  I  feel  my  beat- 
in?  soul.  No  vision  of  the  foims  of  the  dead  came  lo  the  blue  eyes  of 
Erin.  ETut,  rising  from  the  wave  of  ihe  north,  1  beheld  him  bright  in  hi* 
lock?.  1  beheld  the  son  of  the  king.  My  beating.soul  is  high.  1  laid  my 
Jicad  down  in  night;  a~.nin  ascended  the  form.  Why  delayest  thou  thf 
coming,  young  rider  of  stormy  wave;  !  " 

But  there,  fur  distant,  he  comes;  where  seas  roll  their  green  ridges  ia 
mist !     Young  dweller  of  my  soul ;  why  dost  tliou  delay — 

FINGAL.  It  was  the  soft  Yoiceof  .Moi-lena  '  ilie  pleasant  breeze  of  the 
valley  of  roes '.  But  why  dost  thou  liide  thee  in  shades !  Young  love  of  he- 
roes rise.  Are  not  thy  steps  covered  with  light;  In  ihy  groves  thwu  ap-" 
pearest,  Ros-crana,  like  the  sun  in  thegathering  of  clouds.  Why  dost  thon 
hidethee  in  shades?    Y'ouug  love  of  heroes  rise. 

ROSCRANA.  My  fluttering  soul  is  high  :  Let  me  turn  from  the  steps 
cf  the  king.  He  has  heard  my  secret  voice,  and  shall  my  blue  eye6  roll  in 
his  presence  ?  Roc  of  the  hill  of  moss,  toward  ti.y  dwelling  1  move.  Meet 
jne,  ye  breezes  cf  Mora  !  as  1  move  thro^igh  lite  valley  of  winds.  But  why 
should  he  ascend  his  ocean  ?  Son  of  heroes,  my  soul  is  Ihine  !  My  steps 
shall  not  move  to  the  desert:  the  light  of  R(ts-crana  is  licre. 

iflNGAL.  It  was  the  light  tread  of  a  ghos;,the  fair  dweller  of  eddying 
winds.  Why  deceivest  ihou  me,  with  thy  voice  ?  HOiC  let  me  rest  in 
shades.  Shouldst  thou  streicli  thy  white  arm  from  thy  grove,  thou  sun- 
beam of  Curmac  of  Erin ; 

ROS-CRANA.  Heis  gone  ;  and  my  blue  eyes  art  dim;  fiinl-roUingin 
all  my  tears.  But,  there,  1  bel.old  him,  alone;  king  of  Selina,  ray  soul  i» 
thVni:     Ah  me  !  what  clanjinj  of  armour!    Colc-ulU  ot  Aiha  io  near  I 
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"  Pleasant  to  the  car,"  said  Fingal,  "  is  the  praise 
of  the  kings  of  men;  when  their  bows  are  strong  in 
battle ;  when  they  soften  at  the  sight  of  the  sad. 
Thus  let  my  name  be  renowned,  when  bards  shall 
lighten  my  rising  soul.  Carril,  son  of  Kinfena!  take 
the  bards  and  raise  a  tomb.  Tc-night  let  Connal 
dwell  within  his  narrow  house.  Let  not  the  soul'  of 
the  valiant  wander  on  the  winds.  Faint  glimmers  the 
moon  on  Moi-lena,  through  the  broad-headed  groves 
of  the  hiil!  Raise  stones,  beneath  its  beam,  to  all  the 
fallen  in  war.  Though  no  chiefs  were  they,  yet 
their  hands  were  strong  in  fight.  They  were  my  rock 
in  danger.  Tiie  mountain  from  which  I  spread  my 
eagle-wings.  Thence  am  I  renowned.  Carril  forget 
not  the  low !" 

Loud,  at  once,  from  the  hundred  bards,  rose  the 
song  of  the  tomb.  Carril  strode  before  them,  they 
are  the  murmur  of  streams,  behind  his  steps.  Silence 
dwells  in  the  Vales  of  Moi-lena,  where  each,  with  its 
own  dark  rill,  is  winding  between  the  hills.  I  heard 
the  voice  of  the  bards,  lessening,  as  they  moved 
along.  I  leaned  forward  from  my  shield ;  and  felt 
the  kindling  of  my  sovd.  Half-formed,  the  words  of 
my  song  biu?t  forth  upon  the  wind.  So  hears  a  tree, 
on  the  vale,  the  voice  of  spring  aroiUid.  It  pours  its 
green  leaves  to  the  sun.  It  shakes  its  lonely '  head. 
The  hum  of  the  mouiiluin  bee  is  near  it ;  the  hunter 
sees  it,  witii  joy,  from  the  blasted  heatli. 
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Young  Fillan  at  a  distance  stood.  Kis  helmet  lay 
glittering  on  the  ground.  His  dark  hair  is  loose  td 
the  blast.  A  beam  of  light  is  Clatho's  son !  He 
heard  the  words  of  the  king,  with  joy.  He  leaned 
forward  on  his  sj^ear. 

"  My  son,"  said  cai-borue  Fingal ;  *'  1  saw  thy 
deeds,  and  my  soul  was  glad.  The  fame  of  our  fa- 
thers, I  said,  bursts  from  its  gathering  cloud.  Thou 
art  brave,  son  of  Clatho !  but  headlong  in  the  strife. 
So  did  not  Fingal  advance,  though  he  never  feared  a 
foe.  Let  thy  people  be  a  ridge  behind.  They  are 
thy  strength  in  the  field.  Then  shalt  thou  be  long 
renowned,  and  behold  the  tombs  of  the  old.  The 
memory  of  the  past  returns,  my  deeds  in  other  years: 
when  first  1  desccudf  d  from  ocean  on  the  green  val- 
leyed  isle." 

We  bend  towartls  the  voice  of  the  king,  lire  moon 
looks  abroad  from  her  cloud.  The  grey-skirted  mist 
is  near:  the  dwelling  of  tlie  jhtjsts? 
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The  second  niglit  continues.  Fingal  relates,  at  the  feast, 
his  own  first  expedition  into  Ireland,  and  hLs  marriage 
with  Roscrana,  the  daughter  of  Cormac,  king  of  that 
island.  Tlie  Irish  chiefs  convene  in  tlie  presence  of  Cath- 
mor.  Tlie  situation  of  the  king  described.  The  story  of 
Sul-malla,  the  daughter  of  Connior,  king  of  luis-huna,  who, 
in  tlie  disguise  of  a  young  warrior,  had  followed  Cathmor 
to  the  war.  The  sullen  behaviour  of  Foldath,  who  had 
commanded  in  the  battle  of  the  preceding  day,  renews  the 
difference  between  him  and  Malthos ;  but  Cathmor,  inter- 
posing, ends  it.  The  chiefs  feast,  and  hear  the  song  of 
Fonar  the  bard.  Cathmor  returns  to  rest,  at  a  distance 
from  the  army.  Tlie  ghost  of  his  brother  Cairbar  ap- 
pears to  him  in  a  dream  ;  and  obscurely  foretels  the  issue 
of  the  war.  The  soliloquy  of  the  king.  He  discovers 
Sul-malla.  Morning  comes.    Her  soliloquy  closes  the  book. 

*  "  Beneath  an  oak,"  said  the  king,  "  I  sat  on 
Selma's  streamy  rock,  when  Connal  rose,  from  the 

*  This  episode  has  an  immediate  connection  with  the  story  of  Connal 
and  Dutli-caron,  in  the  latter  end  of  the  third  book.    Fingal,  sitting  be- 
VOL.  II.  Q 
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sea,  with  the  broken  spear  of  Duth-cavon,  Far  dis- 
tant stood  the  youth.  He  turned  away  his  eyes.  He 
remembered  the  steps  of  his  father,  on  his  own  greetf 
hills.  I  darkened  in  my  place.  Dusky  thoughts  flew 
over  my  soul.  The  kings  of  Erin  rose  before  me.  I 
half  unsheathed  the  sword.  Slowly  approached  the 
chiefs.  They  lifted  up  their  silent  eyes.  Like  a  ridge 
of  clouds,  they  wait  for  the  bursting  forth  of  my 
voice.  My  voice  >vas,  to  them,  a  wind  from  heaven 
to  roll  the  mist  away. 

"  I  bade  my  white  sails  to  rise,  before  the  roar  of 
Cona's  wind.  Three  hundred  youths  looked,  from 
fheir  waves,  on  Fingal's  bossy  shield.  High  on  the 
mast  it  hung,  and  marked  the  dark-blue  sea.  But 
when  night  came  down,  I  struck,  at  times,  the  warn- 
ing boss:  I  struck,  and  looked  on  high,  for  fiery- 
haired  Ul-esiu.*  Nor  absent  was  the  star  of  heaven. 
It  travelled  red  between, the  clouds-  I  pursued  the 
lovely  beam,  on  the  faint-gleaming  deep.  With  morn- 
ing, Erin  rose  in  mist.  We  came  into  the  bay  of  Moi- 
lena,  where  its  blue  waters  tumbled,  in  the  bosom  df 
echoing  woods.  Here  Cornsac,  in  his  secret  hall, 
avoids  the  strength  of  Colc-uHa.   Nor  he  alone  avoids 

naatli  an  oak,  near  tlie  palace  of  Selma,  discovers  Cn.nnal  j ust  landing  fioin 
irelami.  The  danger  which  tlireatened  Cormac  king  of  Ireland  induces  him 
to  sail  immedijtely  to  tliat  island.  'I  he  story  is  introduced,  hy  tiie  king,  as 
a  pattern  for  the  future  behaviour  of  t'illan,  whose  rashness  in  the  preced* 
ing  battle  is  reprimanded. 

*  Ul-erin,  the  guide  to  Irelami,  a  star  known  by  that  name  in  the  days 
of  Fingal,  and  Vi-ry  useful  to  those  who  sailed,  by  ni^bt,  fr«Hl  the  Uebridei, 
or  Caledonia,  to  this  toast  of  Ulster. 
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Ihe  toe.  Tlio  blue  eye  of  Ros-crana  is  there:  Ros- 
■cvana,*  white -handccJ  maid,  thedaughter  of  the  king;! 

"  Grey,  on  liis  pointless  spear,  came  forth  the  aged 
steps  of  Corniac.  He  smiled,  iVom  his  waving  locks; 
but  grief  was  in  his  soul.  He  saw  us  few  before  him, 
and  his  sigh  arose.  "  I  see  the  arms  of  Trenmor," 
he  said  ;  "  and  these  are  the  steps  of  the  king!  Fin- 
gal!  thou  art  a  beam  of  light  to  Cormac's  darkened 
soul.  Early  is  thy  fame,  my  son:  but  strong  are  the 
foes  of  Erin.  They  are  like  the  roar  of  streams  in  the 
land,  son  of  car-borne  Comhal !"  "  Yet  they  may  be 
rolled  t  away,"  I  said  in  my  rising  soul.  "  We  are 
not  of  the  race  of  the  feeble,  kuig  of  blue-shielded 
hosts!  Why  should  fear  come  amongst  us,  like  a 
ghost  of  night  ?  The  soul  of  the  valiant  grows,  when 
foes  increase  in  the  field.  Roll  no  darkness,  king  of 
Erin,  on  the  young  in  war!" 

"  The  bursting  tears  of  the  king  came  down.  He 
seized  my  hand  in  silence."  "  Race  of  the  daring 
Trenmor!"  at  length  lie  said,  "  I  roll  no  cloud  before 
thee.  Thou  burnest  in  the  fire  of  thy  fathers.  I  be- 
hold thy  fame.     It  marks  thy  course  in  battle,  like  a 

•  Ros-crana,  the  beiim  of  the  rising  sun  ;  she  was  the  mother  of  Os^ian. 
The  Irish  bards  relate  strange  fictions  concerning  this  princess.  Their  sto^ 
ries,  however,  concerning  lingal,  if  they  mean  him  by  Fion  Mac-Comnat, 
are  so  inconsistent  and  notoriously  fabulous,  llut  they  do  not  deserve  to 
be  mentioned ;  for  they  evidenlly  bear,  along  witli  ihem,  tlie  marks  of  late 
invention. 

+  CormJC  had  said  t'liat  tlie  foes  were  Lht  the  roar  of  streams,  and  Fin- 
jal  continues  the  metaiihor.  The  speech  of  the  young  hero  is  spirited,  and 
consistent  with  that  sedate  introj.idiiy,  \thitb  emiBenil;  distinguishes  his 
character  throughout. 
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stream  of  light.  But  wait  the  coming  of  Cairbar,* 
my  sou  must  johi  thy  sword.  He  calls  the  sons  of 
Erin,  from  all  their  distant  streams." 

"  We  came  to  the  hall  of  the  king,  where  it  rose 
in  the  midst  of  rocks,  on  whose  dark  sides  were  the 
marks  of  streams  of  old.  Broad  oaks  bend  around 
with  their  moss.  The  thick  birch  is  waving  near. 
Half  hid,  in  her  shady  grove,  Ros-crana  raises  the 
song.  Her  white  hands  move  on  the  harp.  I  be- 
held her  blue-rolling  eyes.  She  was  like  a  spirit  f  of 
heaven  balf-folded  in  the  skirt  of  a  cloud  !" 


*  Cairbar,  the  son  of  Cormac,  was  afterwards  king  of  Ireland.  His  reign 
was  short.  He  was  succeeded  by  his  son  Artho,  the  father  of  that  CormaC 
■who  was  murdered  by  Cairbar  the  Son  of  Borbar-duthul.  Cairbar,  the  son 
of  Cormac,  long  aftpr  liis  son  Arjho  was  grown  to  man's  estate,  liad,  by  his 
•wife  Beltanno,  another  son,  whose  name  was  Ferad- Artho.  He  was  the 
only  one  remaining  of  the  race  of  Conar  the  first  king  of  Ireland,  when 
Fingal's  expedition  against  Cairbar  the  son  of  Borbar-duthul  happened. 
See  more  of  Fer.id-ariho  in  the  eightli  book. 

f  The  attitude  of  Ros-crana  is  illustrated  by  this  simile  ;  for  the  ideas  of 
lliose  times,  concerning  the  spirits  of  the  deceased,  were  not  so  gloomy  anrt 
disagreeable,  as  those  of  succeeding  ages.  The  spirits  of  women,  it  was 
supposed,  retained  that  beauty,  wliich  they  possessed  while  living,  and 
transported  themselves,  from  place  to  place,  with  that  gliding  motion, 
which  Homer  ascribas  to  the  gods.  The  descriptions  which  poets,  less  an- 
cient than  Ossiart,  have  left  us  of  thLSC  beautiful  figures,  that  appeared 
sometimes  on  the  hills,  aie  elegant  and  picturesque.  They  compare  tliero 
to  the  raiii-bnxv  on  streams  ,■  or,  i/ie  gilding  of  lU/i-beams  on  the  hills. 

A  chief  who  lived  three  centuries  ago,  returning  from  the  war,  under- 
stood that  liis  wife  or  mislre^s  was  dead.  A  bard  introduces  him  speaking 
the  following  soliloquy,  when  he  came  within  sight  of  the  jjlace,  where  he 
had  left  her,  at  his  departure  ; 

'•  My  soul  darkens  in  soi  row.  1  behold  net  the  smoak  of  my  hall.  No 
grey  dog  bounds  at  my  streams.    Silence  dwells  in  the  valley  of  trees.     ■ 

"  Is  that  a  rain-bow  on  Crunaih  ;  It  flies:  and  the  sky  is  dark.  Again, 
thou  movest,  bright,  on  the  heath,  thou  sun-i-ieam  clothed  in  a  shower  r 
'liah!  it  is  she,  my  love  '  hergfiding  course  on  the  bosom  of  winds!" 

In  succeeding  times  the  be*uiy  ot  Koa-crana  passed  into  a  ptovcrb ;  and 
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''  TIncc  (lavs  we  feasted  at  Moi-lena.  She  rises 
blight  ill  my  troubled  soul.  Corniac  beheld  me  dark. 
He  gave  the  white-bosomed  maid.  She  comes  with 
bending  eye,  amid  the  wandering  of  her  heavy  locks. 
She  came  !  Straight  the  battle  roared.  Colc-uUa  ap- 
peared :  I  took  my  spear.  My  sword  rose,  with  ray 
people,  against  the  ridgy  foe.  Alnecma  fled.  Colc- 
ulla  fell.     Fingal  returned  with  fame." 

"  Renowned  is  he,  O  Fillan !  who  fights,  in  tlie 
strengtli  of  his  host.  The  bard  pursues  his  steps, 
through  the  land  of  the  foe.  But  he  who  fights 
alone;  few  are  his  deeds  to  other  times!  He  shines, 
to-day,  a  mighty  light.  To-morrow,  he  is  low.  One 
song  contains  his  fame.  His  name  is  on  one  dark 
field.  He  is  forgot ;  but  where  his  tomb  sends  forth 
the  tufted  grass." 

Such  are  the  words  of  Fingal,  on  Mora  of  the 
roes.  Three  bards,  from  the  rock  of  Cormul,  pour 
down  the  pleasing  song.  Sleep  descends,  in  the 
sound,  on  the  broad-skirted  host.  Carril  returned, 
with  the  bards,  from  the  tomb  of  Dun-lora's  chief. 
The  voice  of  morning  shall  not  come  to  the  dusky 
bed  of  Duth-caron.  No  more  shalt  thou  hear  the 
tread  of  roes  around  thy  narrow  house ! 

As  roll  the  troubled  clouds,   round  z  meteor  of 

ihe  highest  compliment,  that  could  be  paid  to  a  woman,  was  to  compaie 
her  i)eison  with  the  daughter  of  Cor  mac. 

'S  til  fein  an  Ros-crana. 

SiilCliorraaecna  ii'ioma  Ian. 
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night,  when  they  brighten  their  sides,  with  its  hglif, 
along  the  heaving  sea:  so  gatliers  Erin,  around  the 
gleaming  form  of  Cathmor.  He,  tall  in  the  midst, 
careless  lifts,  at  times,  his  spear:  as  swells  or  falls 
the  sound  of  Fonar's  distant  harp.  *  Near  him  lean- 
ed, against  a  rock,  Sul-mallaf  of  blue  eyes,  the 
white-bosomed  daughter  of  Conmor,  king  of  Inis- 
huna.  To  his  aid  came  blue-shielded  Cathmor,  and 
rolled  his  foes  away.  Sul-malla  beheld  him  stately 
in  the  hall  of  feasts.  Nor  careless  rolled  the  eyes  of 
Cathmor  on  the  loJig-haired  maid  ! 

The  third  day  arose,   ^\  hen    Fithil  I   came,    from 

*  In  order  to  illustrae  this  passage,  1  shall  give,  liere,  the  history  on 
wliich  it  is  founded,  as  I  have  gatliered  it  from  tradition.  The  nation  of 
the  tirbolg  who  inhabited  the  souih  of  Ireland,  being  oiiginally  descended 
from  the  Belgr,  who  possessed  the  south  and  south-west  coast  of  Britain, 
kept  up,  for  many  ages,  an  amicable  correspondence  with  their  mother 
country  ;  and  sent  aid  to  (he  British  Belgae,wlien  they  were  pressed  by  tlie 
Romans  or  other  new  comers  from  tlie  continent.  Conmor,  king  of  Inis- 
liuna  (that  part  of  Sputh  Britain  which  is  over  against  the  Irish  coast)  be- 
ing attacked,  by  what  enemy  is  not  mentioned,  sent  for  aid  to  Cairbar, 
lord  of  Atha,  the  most  potent  chief  of  the  lirbolg.  Cairbar  dispatched  his 
brother  Cathmor  to  llie  assistance  of  Con-mor.  Cathmor,  after  various  vi- 
cissitudes of  fortune,  put  an  end  to  the  war,  by  the  total  defeat  of  the  ene- 
mies of  Inis-huna,  and  returned  in  triumph  to  the  residence  of  Con-mor. 
There,  at  a  feast,  Sul-malla,  the  daughter  of  Con-mor,  fell  desperately  in 
ove  with  Cathmor,  who,  before  her  passion  was  disclosed,  wasrecalledTo 
Ireland  by  his  bmlher  Cairbar,  upon  the  news  of  the  intended  expeditipn 
cf  Fingal.to  re-establish  the  family  of  Conar  on  the  Irish  throne.  1  he  wind 
being  contrary,  Cathmor  remained,  for  three  days,  in  a  neighbouring  bay, 
during  whicli  time  Sul-malla  disguised  herself  in  the  habit  of  a  young  war- 
rior, and  caine  to  offer  him  her  service  in  the  war.  Cathmor  accepted  of 
the  proposal,  sailed  for  Ireland,  and  arrived  in  Ulster  a  few  days  before  the 
deaih  of  Cairbar. 

+  Sul-malla,  slowly-rolling  eyes,  Caon-moi,  mild  and  tall.  Inis-huna, 
£'ern  isUiiid. 

t  Fithil,  ail  inferior  bard.  It  may  either  be  taken  here  for  the  proper 
name  of  a  man,  or  in  the  literal  sense,  as  the  bards  were  the  heralds  and 
Wesseagers of  those  limes.    Cathmor,  it  is  probable,  was  absent,  when  the 
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Erin  of  the  streams.  He  told  of  the  liftmg  up  of  the 
shield*  m  Schua:  He  told  of  the  danger  of  Cairbar. 
Cathmor  raised  the  sail  at  Cluba:  but  the  winds 
were  in  other  lands.  Three  days  he  remained  on  the 
coast,  and  turned  his  eyes  on  Conniar's  halls.  He 
remembered  the  daughter  of  strangers,  and  his  sigh 
arose.  Now  when  the  winds  awaked  the  wave:  from 
the  hill  came  a  youth  in  arms;  to  lift  the  sword  with 
Cathmor,  in  his  echoing  fields.  It  was  the  white- 
armed  Sul-malla.  Secret  she  dwelt  beneath  her  hel-' 
met.  Her  steps  were  in  the  path  of  the  king:  on  him 
her  blue  eyes  rolled  with  joy,  when  he  lay  by  his 
roaring  streams!  But  Cathmor  thought,  that,  on 
Lumon,  she  still  pursued  the  roes.  He  thought,  that 
fair  on  a  rock,  she  stretched  her  white  hand  to  the 
w  ind ;  to  feel  its  course  from  Erui,  the  green  dwell- 
ing of  her  love.     He  had  promised  to  return,  with 

rebellion  of  Iiis  brother  Cairbar,  and  ihe  assassination  of  C  ]rmac,  king  of 
Ireland,  happened.  Cathmor  and  his  followers  had  only  arrived,  from 
In:s-huna,  tliree  days  before  the  death  of  Cairbar,  which  sufficiently  clears 
his  character  from  any  imputation  of  being  concerned  in  the  conspiracy 
with  his  brother. 

■  *  The  ceremon?  wliich  was  used  l)y  Fingal,  when  he  prci)ared  for  an  ex- 
pedition, is  related  thus  in  tradition  :  A  bard,  at  mid-night,  went  to  the 
hall,  where  the  tribes  feasted  upon  solemn  occasions,  raised  the-a'^r  song, 
and  thrice  called  the  spirits  of  their  decease.l  aiicesiois  to  come,  on  their 
clouds,  to  behold  the  actions  of  their  children.  He  then  fixed  the  shield  of 
Trenmor  on  a  tree  on  the  rock  of  Selma,  striking  it,  at  times,  with  the  blunt 
end  of  a  spear,  and  singing  the  war-song  betweeiv  Thus  he  ilid,  for  three 
successive  nights,  ahfi,  in  tlie  mean  time,  mes>engers  were  dispatched  to. 
call  together  th6  tribes;  or,'to  use  an  ancient  expression,  to  call themfrom 
sll  their  streams.  This  phrase  alludes  to  the  situation  of  the  residences  of 
the  clans,  which  were  generally  fixed  in  valleys,  where  tlie  torrents  of  tho 
neijlibouring  mountains  vyere  collected  into  one  body,  and  became //7/-^f 
str,am>  or  rivers.  Tht  lifting  up  of  ihi  shield,  was  tUe  phrase  for  beginnnij 
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his  white-bosomed  sails.      The  maid  is  near  thee,  (> 

Cathmor!  leaning  on  her  rock. 

The  tall  forms  of  the  chiefs  stand  around;  all  but 
dark-browed  Foldath,*  He  leaned  against  a  dis- 
tant tree,  rolled  into  his  haughty  soul.  His  bushy 
iiair  whistles  in  wind.  At  times,  bursts  the  hum  of  a 
song.  He  struck  the  tree,  at  length,  in  wrath  ;  and 
rushed  before  the  king!  Calm  and  stately,  to  the 
beam  of  the  oak,  arose  the  form  of  young  Hidalla. 
His  hair  falls  round  his  blushing  cheek,  in  wreaths  of 
waving  light.  Soft  was  his  voice  in  Clonra,  f  in  the 
valley  of  his  fathers.  Soft  was  his  voice  ^Vhe.i  he 
touched  the  harp,  in  the  hall,  near  his  roaring 
streams ! 

"  King  of  Erin,"  said  Hidalla,  "  now  is  the  time  to 
feast.  Bid  the  voice  of  bards  arise.  Bid  them  roll 
the  night  away.  The  soul  returns,  from  song,  more 
terrible  to  war.  Darkness  settles  on  Erin.  From  hill 
to  hill  bend  the  skirted  clouds.  Far  and  grey,  on  the 
heath,  the  dreadful  strides  of  ghosts  are  seen:  the 
ghosts  of  those  who  bend  for\vard  to  their  song. 
Bid,  O  Cathmor!  the  harps  to  rise,  to  brighten  the 
dead,  on  their  wandering  blasts." 

*  The  surly  attituHe  of  Foldatli  is  a  proper  preamble  to  his  afler-beha- 
viour.  Chaffed  with  the  disappoinlmcnt  of  the  vii  tory  which  he  promised 
himself,  he  becomes  passionatK  and  overbearing.  The  quarrel  wliich  suc- 
ceeds betn-een  him  and  Malthos,  IS  introduced  to  raise  the  character  of 
Cathmor,  whose  superior  woith  shines  forth  in  his  manly  manoer  of  ending 
tlic  dilTerence  between  therf:hiefs. 

+  Claon-rath,  winding  field.  The  th  are  seldom  pronounced  audibly  in 
the  Galic  language. 
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"  Be  all  the  dead  for<(ot,"  said  Foldath's  bursting 
wrath.  "  Did  not  I  fail  in  the  field  ?  Shall  I  then 
hear  the  song]  Yet  was  not  my  course  harmless  iu 
war.  Blood  was  a  stream  around  my  steps.  But  the 
feeble  were  behind  me.  The  foe  has  escaped  from 
my  sword.  In  Clonra's  vale  touch  thou  the  harp. 
Let  Dura  answer  to  the  voice  of  Hidalla.  Let  some 
maid  look,  from  the  wood,  on  thy  long,  yellow  locks. 
Fly  from  Lubar's  echoing  plain.  This  is  the  field  of 
heroes !" 

"  King  of  Erin,"*  Malthos  said,  "  it  is  thine  to 
lead  in  war.  Thou  art  a  fire  to  our  eyes,  on  the 
dark-brown  field.  Like  a  blast  thou  hast  past  over 
liosts.  Thou  hast  laid  them  low  in  blood.  But  who 
has  iieard  thy  words  returning  from  the  field?  The 
wrathful  delight  in  death :  their  remembrance  rests 
on  the  wounds  of  their  spear.  Strife  is  folded  in 
their  thoughts:  their  words  are  ever  heard.  Thy 
course,  chief  of  Moma,  was  like  a  troubled  stream. 
The  dead  were  rolled  on  thy  path :  but  others  also 
lift  the  spear.  We  were  not  feeble  behind  thee;  but 
the  foe  was  strong." 

Catlmior  beheld  the  rising  rage,  and  bending  for- 
ward  of  either  chief:  for,  half-unsheathed,  they  held 
their  swords ,  and  rolled  their  silent  eyes.  Now  would 
they  have  mixed  in  horrid  fray,  had  not  the  \a  rath  of 

*  This  speech  of  Mjlthos  is,  ihioughout,  a  severe  reprimand  to  the  blus- 
tering belwviouro:  Foldatb. 
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Cathmor  burned.  He  drew  his  sword :  it  gleamed 
through  night,  to  the  high-flaming  oak !"  "  Sons  of 
pride,"  said  the  king,  "  allay  your  swelling  souls.  Re- 
tire in  night.  Why  should  my  rage  arise?  Should  I 
contend  w  ith  both  in  arms  ?  It  is  no  time  for  strife ! 
Retire,  ye  clouds,  at  my  feast.  Awake  my  soul  no 
more." 

They  sunk  from  the  king  on  either  side;  like*  two 
columns  of  moniing  mist,  when  the  sun  rises,  between 
them,  on  his  glittering  rocks.  Dark  is  their  rolling  on 
either  side ;  each  toward  its  reedy  pool ! 

Silent  sat  the  chiefs  at  the  feast.  They  look,  at 
times,  on  Atha's  king,  where  he  strode,  on  his  rock, 
amid  his  settling  soul.  The  host  lie,  along  the  field. 
Sleep  descends  on  Rloi-lena.  The  voice  of  Fonar  as- 
cends alone,  beneath  his  distant  tree.  It  ascends  in 
the  praise  of  Cathmor,  son  of  larthon  t  of  Lumon, 

*  Tliis  comparison  is  favourable  to  the  superiority  of  Cathmor  over  his 
two  chiefs.  1  shall  illustrate  this  passage  with  another  from  a  fragment  of 
an  ancient  poem,  just  now  in  my  hands.  "  As  the  sun  is  above  the  va- 
pours, which  his  beams  have  raised  ;  so  is  the  soul  of  the  king  above  the 
sons  of  fear.  They  roll  dark  below  him;  he  rejoices  in  the  robe  of  his 
beams.  Bat  when  feeble  deeds  wander  on  the  soul  of  the  king,  he  is  a 
darkened  sun  rolled  along  the  sky  ;  the  valley  is  sad  below;  flowers  wither 
beneath  the  dropsof  the  night." 

+  Lear-thon,  sea  wave,  the  name  of  the  chief  of  that  colony  of  the  Fir« 
bolg,  which  first  migrated  into  Ireland.  Larthon's  first  settlement  in  that 
country  is  related  in  the  seventh  book.  He  was  the  ancestor  of  Cathmor ; 
and  IS  here  called  Larthon  <,f  Lumon,  from  a  high  hill  of  that  name  in  Inis- 
huna,  the  ancient  seat  of  the  Fiibolg.  The  character  of  Cathmor.is  pre- 
served, lie  had  mentioned,  in  the  first  Ijook,  the  aversion  of  tliat  chief  to 
praise,  and  we  find  hira  here  lying  at  the  side  of  a  stream,  that  the  noise  of 
it  might  drown  the  voice  of  Fonar,  who,  according  to  the  custom  of  the 
times,  sung  his  eulogium  in  \\\sevening  song.  Though  other  cliiefs,  as  well 
us  Cathmor,  mijht  be  averse  to  hear  their  own  praise,  we  find  it  the  u.".!,- 
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But  Cathmor  did  not  hear  his  praise.  He  lay  at  the 
roar  of  a  stream.  The  rustling  breeze  of  night  flew 
over  his  whistling  locks. 

His  brother  came  to  his  dreams,  half-seen  from  his 
low-hnng  cloud.  Joy  rose  darkly  in  his  tiice.  He 
had  heard  the  song  of  Carril.*  A  blast  sustained  his 
dark-skirted  cloud ;  which  he  seized  iu  the  bosom  of 
night,  as  he  rose,  with  his  fame,  towards  his  airy  hall. 
Half-mixed  with  the  noise  of  the  stream,  he  poured 
his  feeble  words. 

"  Joy  meet  the  soul  of  Cathmor.  His  voice  was 
heard  on  Moi-lena.  The  bard  gave  his  song  to  Cair- 
bar.  He  travels  on  the  wind.  My  form  is  in  my  fa- 
ther's hall,  like  the  gliding  of  a  terrible  light,  which 
darts  across  the  desert,  in  a  stormy  night.  No  bard 
shall  be  wanting  at  thy  tomb,  when  thou  art  lowly 
laid.  The  sons  of  song  love  the  valiant.  Cathmor, 
thy  name  is  a  pleasant  gale.     The  mournful  sounds 

versal  pOiicyof  the  liras?,  to  allow  the  bards  to  be  as  extravagant  as  they 
pleased. in  their  encomiums  im  ihc  leaders  ot  armies,  in  the  presence  of 
tlieir  people.  The  vulgar,  who  had  no  gvcat  ahiliiy  to  judge  for  them- 
selves, received  the  characters  of  ilicir  princes  ent.rely  upon  the  tailh  of 
llieir  bards. 

*  Carril,  the  son  of  Kinfena,  by  the  orders  of  Ossian,  suns  the  funeral 
elegy  at  the  tomb  of  Cairi.ar.  See  the  second  book,  towards  the  end.  In 
all  these  poems,  the  visits  of  gho»ts,  to  their  living  friends,  are  short,  and 
ilieir  language  obscure,  both  which  circumstances  u-nd  to  throw  a  solemn 
gloom  on  these  sujiernatural  scenes.  lowardsthe  latter  end  of  the^fpeecli 
i.f  the  ghost  of  Cairbar,  he  foretels  the  death  of  Cathmor,  by  enumerating 
thosesignals,  whicli.  according  to  the  <ipinion  of  tlie  time?,  preceded  the' 
death  of  a  person  renowned,  it  was  iho'ight  that  the  gliosts  of  deceased 
bards  surig,  lor  three  nights  preceding  the  death  (nearthe  place  where  t.i« 
tomb  was  to  be  r.iised),  round  an  unsulislanlial  tigiire  which  reptesen.ed 
the  body  of  the  person  who  was  to  die. 
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arise!  On  Lubar's  field  1  here  is  a  voice!  Louder- 
still,  ye  shadowy  gjiosts !  The  dead  were  full  of 
fame !  Shrilly  swells  the  feeble  souud.  The  rougher 
blast  aloue  is  heard  !  Ah,  soon  is  Cathmor  low  \" 
Rolled  into  himself  he  flew,  w  ide  on  the  bosom  of 
winds.  The  old  oak  felt  his  departure,  and  shook 
its  whistling  head.  Cathmor  starts  from  rest.  He 
takes  his  deathful  spear.  He  lifts  his  eyes  around. 
He  sees  but  dark-skirted  night. 

"  It  *  was  the  voice  of  the  king,"  he  said.  "  But 
now  his  fonn  is  gone.  Unmarked  is  your  path  iu  the 
air,  ye  children  of  the  night.  Often,  like  a  reflected 
beam,  are  ye  seen  in  the  desert  wild  :  but  ye  retire 
ill  your  blasts,  before  our  steps  a))proach.  do  then, 
ye  feeble  race  !  Knowledge  with  you  there  is  none ! 
Your  joys  are  weak,  and  like  the  dreams  of  our  rest, 
or  the  light-w  inged  thought,  that  flies  across  the  soul. 
Shall  Cathmor  soon  be  low?  Darkly  laid  in  his  nar- 
row house?  Where  no  morning  comes,  with  her  half- 
opened  eyes?  Away,  thou  shade!  to  fight  is  mine! 
All  further  thought  away!  I  rush  forth,  on  eagle's 
wings,  to  seize  my  beam  of  fame.  In  the  lonely  vale 
of  streams,  abides  the  narrow  f  soul.     Years  roll  on, 

*  The  soliloquy  of  Cathmor  suits  the  magnanimiiy  of  his  character. 
Though  staggered  at  fir^twith  the  prediction  of  Cairbar's  ghost,  lie  soon 
comforts  himself  with  the  agreeable  prospect  of  his  future  renown;  and„ 
like  Achilles,  prefers  a  short  and  glorious  life,  to  an  obscure  length  of  years 
in  retirement  ani)  ease. 

+  An  indolent  and  un-.varlike  life  was  held  in  e^itreme  contempt.  What- 
ever a  philosopher  may  say,  in  praise  of  quiet  and  retirement,  I  am  far 
from  thinking,  but  they  weaken  and  debase  the  human  uiiud.    When  the 
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seasons  return,  but  he  is  still  unknown.  In  a  blast 
comes  cloudy  death,  and  lays  his  grey  head  low.  His 
ghost  is  folded  in  tlie  vapour  of  the  fenny  field.  Its 
course  is  never  on  hills,  nor  mossy  vales  of  wind.  So 
shall  not  Cathmor  depart.  No  boy  in  the  field  was 
he,  who  only  marks  the  bed  of  roes,  upon  the  echo- 
ing hills.  My  issuing  forth  was  with  kings.  My  joy 
in  dreadful  plains:  where  broken  hosts  are  rolled 
away,  like  seas  before  the  wind." 

So  spoke  the  kmg  of  Alnecjna,  brightening  in  his 
rising  soul.  Valour,  like  a  pleasant  flame,  is  gleam- 
ing within  his  breast.  Stately  is  his  stride  on  the 
heath  !  The  beam  of  east  is  poured  around.  He 
saw  his  grey  host  on  the  field,  wide  spreading  their 
ridges  in  light.  He  rejoiced,  like  a  spirit  of  heaven, 
whose  steps  come  forth  on  the  seas,  when  he  beholds 
them  peaceful  round,  and  all  the  winds  are  laid.  But 
soon  he  awakes  the  waves,  and  rolls  them  large  to 
some  echoing  shore. 

f.iculties  of  tlie  soul  are  not  exerted,  tiiey  lose  their  vigour,  and  low  and 
circumstrilied  noiioiis  take  tlie  place  of  noble  and  enlarged  ideas.  Action, 
on  the  contrary,  and  ihe  vicissitudes  of  fortune  which  attend  it,  call  forth, 
by  turns,  all  ihe  powers  of  the  mind,  and,  by  exercising,  strengthen  them. 
Hence  it  is,  that  in  great  and  opulent  stales,  when  property  and  indolence 
are  secured  to  individuals,  we  seldom  meet  with  that  strength  of  mind 
which  is  so  common  in  a  nation  not  far  advanced  incivilizaiion.  It  is  a  cu- 
rious, but  juvt  observation,  that  gre.it  kingdoms  seldom  produce  great  cha- 
racters, which  must  be  altogether  attributed  to  that  indolence  anddissipa- 
tion,  which  are  the  inseparablecompanionsof  too  much  property  and  secu- 
rity. Rome,  iti- certain,  had  more  real  great  men  within  it,  when  its  power 
was  confined  within  t)ie  narrow  bounds  of  Lalium,  than  when  its  dominion 
f xtended  over  all  the  known  world;  and  one  petty  state  of  tlie  Saxon 
heptarchy  had,  perhaps,  as  mucli  genuine  spirit  in  it,  as  the  two  British 
kingdoms  united.  As  a  state,  we  are  much  more  powerful  than  our  ances- 
tors, but  we  would  lose  by  comparing  individuals  with  them. 
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On  the  rushy  bank  of  a  stream,  slept  the  daugh- 
ter of  Inis-huna.  The  hehiiet  had  fallen  from  hef 
head.  Her  dreams  were  in  the  lands  of  her  fathers. 
There  morning  is  on  the  field.  Grey  streams  leap 
down  from  the  rocks.  The  breezes,  in  shadowy 
waves,  fly  over  the  rushy  fields.  There  is  the  sound 
that  prepares  for  the  chace.  There  the  moving  of 
warriors  from  the  halK  But  tall  above  the  rest  is  seen 
the  hero  of  streamy  Atha.  He  bends  his  eye  of  love 
on  Sul-malla,  from  his  stately  steps.  She  turns, 
with  pride,  her  face  away,  and  careless  bends  the 
bow. 

Such  were  the  dreams  of  the  maid,  when  Cathmor 
of  Atha  came.  He  saw  her  fair  face  before  him,  in 
the  midst  of  her  wandering  locks.  He  knew  the 
maid  of  Lumon.  What  should  Cathmor  do?  His 
sighs  arise.  His  tears  come  down.  But  straight  he 
turns  away.  "  This  is  no  time,  king  of  Atha,  to 
awake  thy  secret  soul.  The  battle  is  rolled  before 
thee,  like  a  troubled  stream." 

He  struck  that  warning  boss,*  wl  erein  dwelt  the 
voice  of  war.  Erin  rose  around  him,  like  the  sound 
of  eagle-wing.  Sul-malla  started  from  sleep,  in  her 
disordered  locks.  She  seized  the  helmet  from  earth. 
She  trembled  in  her  place.    "  Why  sliould  they  know 

*  In' order  M  understand  this  passage,  4t  is  necessary  to  look  to  the  de- 
scription of  Caihmor's  sliield  in  tlie  seventh  book.  Ihis  shield, liad  seven 
principal  bosses,  the  sound  of  each  of  nhicli,  when  struck  wiih  aspear, 
conveyed  a  particular  order  from  the  king  to  bis  iribes.  The  suuud  ofgn* 
of  theiB,  as  here,  was  live  sijnal  f»r  the  army  lu  .i^enible. 
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Jn  Erin  of  the  daughter  of  Inis-himal"  She  remem^ 
bered  the  race  of  kings.  The  pride  of  her  soul 
arose!  Her  steps  are  behind  a  rock,  by  the  blue- 
winding  *  stream  of  a  vale :  where  dwelt  the  dark- 
brown  hind  ere  yet  the  war  arose.  Thither  came  the 
voice  of  Cathmor,  at  times,  to  Sul-malla's  ear.  Her 
soul  is  darkly  sad.     She  pours  her  words  on  wind. 

"  The  dreams  of  luis-huua  departed.  They  are 
dispersed  from  my  soul.  I  hear  not  the  chace  in 
my  land.  I  am  concealed  in  the  skirt  of  war.  I  look 
forth  from  my  cloud.  No  beam  appears  to  light  my 
path.  I  behold  my  warrior  low  ;  for  the  broad- 
shielded  king  is  near,  he  that  overcomes  in  danger, 
Fingal  from  Selma  of  spears!  Spirit  of  departed 
Conmor!  are  thy  steps  on  the  bosom  of  winds? 
Comesf  thou,  at  times,  to  other  lands,  father  of  sad 
Sul-malla?  Thou  dost  come!  I  have  heard  thy 
voice  at  night ;  while  yet  I  rose  on  the  wave  to  Efin 
of  the  streams.     The  ghost  of  fathers,  they  say,t  call 

*  This  was  not  the  valley  of  Lona  to  which  Sul-itralla  afterwards  relireci. 

+  Con-mor,  the  father  of  Sul-malla,  was  killed  in  thai  war,  from  which 
Cathmor  delivered  Inis-huna.  Lormar  his  son  succeeded  Coiimor.  It 
■was  the  opinion  of  the  times,  when  a  person  was  reduced  to  a  pitch  of 
misery,  which  could  admit  of  no  alleviation,  that  the  gliosts  of  his  ances- 
tors called  his  soul  uwiiy.  This  supernatural  kind  of  death  was  called  the 
voice  oj  the  dead;  and  is  believed  by  the  superstiliou>  vulgar  to  this  day. 

There  is  nu  people  in  the  world,  perhaps,  who  give  more  universal  cre- 
dit to  api)aritions,  and  the  visits  of  tlie  ghosts  of  the  deceased  to  their 
friends,  than  the  ancient  Scots.  This  is  to  be  attributed  as  much,  at  leasfj 
to  the  situation  of  the  country  they  possess,  as  to  that  credulous  dispositioa 
which  distinguishes  an  unenlightened  people.  As  their  business  v/as  feed- 
ing of  cattle,  in  dark  and  extensive  deserts,  so  their  journeys  lay  over  wide 
«ad  unfrequented  heiUhs  where,  often,  they  were  obliged  to  sleep  in  the 
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away  the  souls  of  tlieir  race,  while  they  behold  them 
lonely  in  the  midst  of  woe.  Call  me,  my  father, 
away !  When  Cathmor  is  low  on  earth.  Then  shal  1 
Sul-malla  be  lonely  in  the  midst  of  woe !" 

open  air,  amidst  the  whistling  of  winds,  and  roar  of  water-falls.  The 
gloominess  of  the  scenes  around  them  was  apt  to  beget  that  melancholy 
disposition  of  mind,  which  most  readilyreceives  impressions  of  the  extra- 
ordinary and  supernatural  kind.  Falliug  asleep  in  this  gloomy  mood,  and 
their  dreams  being  disturbed  by  the  noise  of  the  elements  around,  it  is  no 
matter  of  wonder,  that  they  thought  they  heard  the  voice  of  tie  dead.  Thi  s 
voice  of  the  dead,  however,  was,  perhaps,  no  more  than  a  shriller  whistle 
of  the  winds  in  an  old  tree,  or  in  the  chinks  of  a  neighbouring  rock.  It  is 
to  this  cause  I  ascribe  those  many  and  improbable  tales  of  ghosts,  whicli 
we  meet  with  in  the  Highlands  :  for,  in  other  res|)ects,  we  do  not  find  Ibat 
the  inhabitants  are  more  creduluu;  than  tbeii  oeighboan. 
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AN    EFICFOMM. 

IN  EIGHT  BOOKS. 
BOOK  V. 


ARGl'MENT. 

The  poet,  after  a  short  address  to  the  harp  of  Cona,  describe* 
the  an"angeineiit  of  both  armies  on  either  side  of  tlie  i  iver 
Lubar.  Fingal  •cives  the  command  to  Filhin ;  but,  at  tlia 
same  time,  orders  Gaul,  the  son  of  Morni,  who  hatf  been 
wounded  in  the  hand  in  the  preceding  battle,  to  assist  him 
Avith  his  counsel.  The  army  of  the  Firbolg  is  commanded 
by  Foktatli.  The  sieneral  onset  is  desciibed.  The  great 
actions  of  Fillan.  He  kills  Rothmar  and  Culmin.  But  when 
Fillan  conquers  in  one  wing,  Foldath  presses  hard  on  the 
other.  He  wounds  Dennid,  the  son  of  Dnthno,  and  puts 
the  whole  wing  to  flight.  Dermid  deliberates  with  himself, 
and,  at  last,  resolves  to  put  a  stop  to  the  progress  of  Fol- 
dath, by  engaging  him  in  single  combat.  When  the  two 
chiefs  were  approaching  towards  one  another,  Filiau  cams 
suddenly  to  the  relief  of  Dermid ;  engaged  Foldath,  and 
killed  liun.  The  behaviour  of  Malthos  towards  the  fallen 
Foldatli.  Fillan  puts  the  whole  army  of  the  Firbolg  to 
flight.  The  book  closes  with  an  address  to  Clatho,  tlie  mo- 
tlier  of  that  hero. 

Thou  dweller  between  the  shields,  that  hang,  on 
high,  in  Ossian's  hall!     Descend  from  thy  place,  O 
TOL.  11.  R 
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barp,  and  let  me  hear  thy  voice!  Son  of  Alpiu,  strike 
the  string.  Thou  must  awake  the  soul  of  the  bard. 
The  murmur  of  Lora's  *  stream  has  rolled  the  tale 
away.  I  stand  in  the  cloud  of  years.  Few  are  its 
openings  towards  the  past;  and  when  the  vision 
cojnes,  it  is  but  dim  and  dark.  I  hear  thee,  harp  of 
Selma  !  my  soul  returns,  like  a  breeze,  which  the  sun 
brings  back  to  the  vale,  where  dwelt  the  lazy  mist ! 

Lubar  t  is  bright  before  me  in  the  windings  of  its 
vale.  On  either  side,  on  their  hills,  rise  Ihe  tall  forms 
of  the  kings.  Their  people  are  poured  around  them, 
bending  forward  to  their  words:  as  if  their  fathers 
spoke,  descending  from  the  winds.  But  they  them- 
selves are  like  two  rocks  in  the  midst;  each  with  its 
dark  head  of  pines,  when  they  are  seen  in  the  desert, 

*  Lora  is  ofti;n  mentioned ;  it  was  a  small  and  rnpid  stream  in  the  neigli- 
hourliood  of  Selma.  There  is  no  vestige  of  this  name  now  remaining ; 
though  it  appears  from  a  very  old  song,  which  the  translator  lias  seen,  that 
one  of  the  small  rivers  on  the  north-wea  coast  was  called  Lora  some  cen- 
turies ago, 

,  +  From  several  passages  in  the  poem  we  may  form  a  distinct  idea  of  ilie 
scene  of  the  action  of  Temora.  At  a  small  distance  from  one  another  rose 
the  hills  of  Mora  and  Lora;  the  lirst  possessed  hy  Fmgal,  the  second  by  the 
army  of  Ca-thmor.  Through  the  inlermeuiate  plain  ran  the  small  river 
Lubar,  on  the  banks  of  which  all  the  battles  were  fought,  excepting  that 
between  Cairbar  and  Osc^r,  related  in  the  first  book.  This  last-mentioned 
engagement  happened  to  tlie  north  of  the  hill  of  Mora,  of  which  Fingal 
took  possession,  after  the  army  of  Caiibar  fell  back  to  that  of  Cathmor.  At 
some  distance,  but  witliiii  sight  of  Mora,  towards  the  west,  Lubar  issued 
from  the  mountain  of  Crommal,  and,  afier  a  short  course  through  the 
plain  of  Moi-lena,  discliarged  itself  mto  the  sea  near  the  field  of  battle. 
Behind  llie  mountain  of  Crommal  ran  the  small  stream  of  Lavath,  on  the 
banks  of  whi<h  Ferad-anho,  the  son  of  Cairbre,  the  only  person  remaining 
of  the  race  of  Cona,  lived  conceaU'd  in  a  gave,  duiins  the  usurpation  of 
Cairbar,  the  son  of  Borbar-duthul. 


AN    EPIC    POEM.  24S 

above  low-sailing  mist.  High  on  their  face  are  streams, 
whicli  spread  their  foam  on  blasts  of  wind! 

Beneath  the  voice  of  Cathmor  pours  Erin,  like  the 
sound  of  flame.  Wide  they  come  down  to  Lubar. 
Before  them  is  the  stride  of  Foldath.  But  Cathmor 
retires  to  his  hill,  beneath  his  bending  oak.  The 
tumbling  of  a  stream  is  near  the  king.  He  lifts,  at 
times,  his  gleaming  spear.  It  is  a  flame  to  his  peo- 
ple, in  the  midst  of  war.  Near  him  stands  the  daugh- 
ter of  Con-mor,  leaning  on  a  rock.  She  did  not  re- 
joice at  the  strife.  Her  soul  delighted  not  in  blood. 
A  *  valley  spreads  green  behind  the  hill,  with  its  three 
blue  streams.  The  sun  is  there  in  silence.  The  dun 
mountain-roes  come  down.  On  these  are  turned  the 
eyes  of  Sul-malla  in  her  thoughtful  mood. 

Fingal  beholds  Cathmor,  on  high,  the  son  ofBorbar- 
duthul!  he  beholds  the  deep-rollhig  of  Erin,  on  the 
darkened  plain.  He  strikes  tliat  warning  boss,  which 
bids  the  people  to  obey ;  when  he  sends  his  chiefs 
before  them,  to  the  field  of  renown.  Wide  rise  their 
spears  to  the  sun.  Their  echoing  shields  reply  around. 
Fear,  like  a  vapour,  \vinds  not  among  the  host:  for 
he,  the  king,  is  near,  the  strength  of  streamy  Selma. 
Gladness  brightens  the  hero.  We  hear  his  words  with 

joy- 

"  Like  the  coming  forth  of  winds,  is  the  sound  of 

*  It  was  to  this  valley  Sul-malla  retired,  (luiin<;  the  last  and  derisive  bat- 
tle between  Fingal  and  Calhmor.  It  is  described  in  the  seventh  bouk,  wl,tr« 
it  is  called  the  vale  of  Lena,  and  tlie  residence  of  a  Drui  J. 
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Sclma's  sons  !  They  are  mountain  waters,  determined 
in  their  course.  Hence  is  Fingal  renowned.  Hence 
is  his  name  in  other  lands.  He  was  not  a  lonely  beam 
in  danger ;  for  your  steps  were  always  near!  But 
never  was  Fingal  a  dreadful  form,  in  your  presence, 
darkened  into  wrath.  My  voice  was  no  thunder  to 
your  ears.  Mine  eyes  sent  forth  no  death.  When 
the  haughty  appeared,  I  beheld  them  not.  They  were 
forgot  at  my  feasts.  Like  mist  they  melted  away.  A 
young  beam  is  before  you!  Few  are  his  paths  to 
war!  They  are  few,  but  he  is  valiant.  Defend  my 
dark-haired  son.  Bring  Fillan  bark  with  joy.  Here- 
after he  may  stand  alone.  His  form  is  like  his  fa- 
thers. His  soul  is  a  flame  of  their  fire.  Son  of  car- 
borne  Morni,  move  behind  the  youth.  Let  thy  voice 
reach  his  ear,  from  the  skirts  of  war.  Not  unobserved 
rolls  battle,  before  thee,  breaker  of  the  shields!" 

The  king  strode,  at  once,  away  to  Cormul's  lofty 
rock.  Litermitting,  darts  the  light,  from  his  shield, 
as,  slow  the  king  of  heroes  moves.  Sidelong  rolls  his 
eye  o'er  the  heath,  as  forming  advance  the  lines. 
Graceful  fly  his  half-grey  locks  round  his  kingly  fea- 
tures, now  liglifened  with  dreadful  joy.  Wholly 
mighty  is  the  chief!  Behind  him  dark  and  slow  I 
moved.  Straight  came  forward  the  strength  of  Gaul. 
His  shield  hung  loose  on  its  thong.  He  spoke,  in 
haste,  to   Ossian.      "  Bind,*    son    of  Fingal,    this 

*  It  is  necessary  to  remember, tlint  Gr.iil  was  wounrlecl  ;  whicli  occasions 
bis  requiring  here  ihe  aisistance  of  OiSiaii  lo  bind  liib  sl.ield  on  liisside. 
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«hiclil !  Bind  it  high  to  the  side  of  Gaul.  The  foe 
niaybohoid  it,  and  think  1  Hft  tlie  spear.  If  I  should 
fall,  let  nij  tomb  be  hid  in  the  field  ;  for  fall  I  must 
\vithout  fame.  Mine  arm  cannot  lift  the  steel.  Let 
not  Evir-choma  hear  it,  to  blush  between  her  locks. 
Fillan,  the  mighty  behold  us !  Let  us  not  forget  the 
strife.  Why  should  they  come,  from  their  hills,  to 
aid  our  flying  field  i" 

He  strode  onward,  with  the  sound  of  his  shield. 
My  voice  pursued  hun  as  he  went.  "  Can  the  son 
of  Moral  fall,  without  his  fame  in  Erin]  but  the 
deeds  of  the  mighty  are  forgot  by  themselves.  They 
rush  careless  over  the  fields  of  renown.  Their  words 
are  never  heard !"  I  rejoiced  over  the  steps  of  the 
chief.  I  strode  to  the  rock  of  the  king,  where  he 
sat,  in  his  wandering  locks,  amid  the  mountain- 
wind  ! 

In  two  dark  ridges  bend  the  hosts,  toward  each 
other,  at  Lubar.  Here  Foldath  rises  a  pillar  of  dark- 
ness :  there  brightens  the  youth  of  Fillan.  Each, 
with  his  spear  in  tiie  stream,  sent  forth  the  voice  of 
war.  Gaul  struck  the  shield  of  Selma.  At  once  they 
plunge  in  battle!  Steel  pours  its  gleam  on  steel:  like 
the  fall  of  streams  shone  the  field,  when  they  mix 
their  foam  together,  from  two  dark-browed  rocks ! 
Behold  he  comes,  the  son  of  fame !  He  lays  the 
people  low  !  Death  sits  on  blasts  around  him!  War-  ^ 
riors  strew  thy  paths,  O  Fillan! 
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Rothmar,*  the  shield  of  warriors,  stood  betweetj 
two  chinky  rocks.  Two  oaks,  which  winds  had  bent 
from  high,  spread  their  branches  on  either  side.  He 
rolls  his  .darkening  eyes  on  Fillan,  and,  silent,  shades 
his  friends.  Fingal  saw  the  approaching  fight.  The 
hero's  soul  arose.  But  as  the  stone  of  Loda  f  falls, 
shook,  at  once,  from  rocking  Druman-ard,  when  spirits 
heave  the  earth  in  their  wrath;  so  fell  blue-shielded 
Rothmar. 

Near  are  the  steps  of  Culmin.  The  youth  came, 
bursting  into  tears.  Wrathful  he  cut  the  wind,  ere 
yet  he  mixed  his  strokes  with  Fillan.  He  had  first 
bent  the  bow  with  Rothmar,  at  the  rock  of  his  own 
blue  streams.  There  they  had  marked  the  place  of 
the  roe,  as  the  sun-beam  flew  over  the  fern.  Why, 
son  of  Cul-alliu!  Why,  Culmin,  dost  thou  rush  on 
that  beam  I  of  light?  It  is  a  fire  that  consumes.   Sou 

*  Roth-mar,  the  soundof  the  sea  before  a  storm.  Drumanard,  hi!;h-ridge. 
Cul-min,  soft-haired.     Q,\i\\-3.K\n,heaulifiil  hcts.     ?A\-\i\\\:i,  streamy  river. 

+  By  the  stone  of  Loda  is  meant  a  place  of  worjhip  among  the  Scandina- 
vians. The  Caledonians,  in  tlieirmany  expedilions  to  Orkney  and  Scan- 
dinavia, became  acquainted  with  some  of  the  riles  of  the  religion  which 
prevailed  in  those  countries,  and  the  ancient  poetry  frequently  alludes  ta 
them.  There  are  some  ruins,  and  circular  jiales  of  stone,  remaining  stiH 
in  Orkney,  and  the  islandsof  Shetland,  which  retain,  to  this  day,  the  name 
fULoda  or  Loaen.  They  seem  to  liave  diflered,  materially,  in  their  con- 
struction, from  those  Druidical  monuments  whicli  remain  in  Britain,  and 
the  western  isles.  The  places  of  worship  among  the  Scandinavians  were 
originally  rude  and  unadorned.  In  after  ai;es,  when  they  opened  a  com- 
niunication  with  other  nations,  they  adopted  their  manners,  and  built  tem- 
ples. That  at  Upsal,  in  Sweden,  was  amazingly  rich  and  magnificent. 
Ilarquin,  of  Norway,  built  one,  near  Drontheim,  little  inferior  to  the  for- 
mer ;  and  it  went  always  under  the  name  of  Loden.  Mallet,  introduction 
m-  I'histoire  ae  Daniiemarc. 

t  The  poet, metaphorically,  calls  Fillaa  a  beam  of  light.    Culmin, men- 
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tef  Cul-allin,  retire.  Your  fathers  were  not  equal,  in 
l!je  glittering  strife  of  the  field.  The  mother  of  Cul- 
iiiin  leniains  in  the  hall.  She  looks  forth  on  blue- 
polling  Strutha.  A  whirlwind  rises,  on  the  stream, 
dark-eddying  round  the  ghost  of  her  son.  His  dogs* 
are  howling  in  their  place.  His  shield  is  bloody  in 
the  hall.  "  Art  thou  fallen,  my  fair-haired  sou,  in 
Erin's  dismal  war?" 

As  a  roe,  pierced  in  secret,  lies  panting,  by  her 
wonted  streams;  the  hunter  surveys  her  feet  of  wind: 
He  remembers  her  stately  bounding  before.  So  lay 
tti5  son  of  Cul-alHn  beneath  the  eye  of  Fillan.  His 
hair  is  rolled  in  a  little  stream.  His  blood  wanders 
on  his  shield.  Still  his  hand  holds  the  sword,  that 
failed  him  in  the  midst  of  danger.  "  Thou  art  fal- 
len," said  Fillan,  "  ere  yet  thy  fame  was  heard.  Thy 
father  sent  thee  to  war.  He  expects  to  hear  of  thy 
deeds.     He  is  grey,  perhaps,  at  his  streams.     His 

tioned  here,  was  the  son  of  Clonmar,  chief  of  Strutha:  by  the  beautiful  Cul- 
allin.  She  was  so  remarkable  for  the  beauty  of  her  person,  that  she  is  in- 
troduced, frequently,  in  the  similies  and  allusions  of  ancient  poetry.  Mar 
Chulaluin  Slru'.ha  mm  iian  ;   lAvely  as  Cul-allin  nf  Strutha  of  tht  storms. 

•  Dogs  were  thought  to  be  sensible  of  the  death  of  their  master,  let  it 
happen  at  ever  so  great  a  distance.  It  w.ns  also  the  opinion  of  the  times, 
that  the  arms  which  warriors  left  at  home  became  bloody,  when  lliey  them- 
selves fell  in  battle.  It  was  from  those  signs  that  Cul-allin  is  supposed  to 
understand  that  her  son  is  killed;  in  whicli  she  is  confirmed  by  the  appear- 
ance  of  his  ghost.  Her  sudden  and  sliort  excl.imation  is  more  judicious  in 
the  poet,  than  if  she  had  extemle.l  her  complaints  to  a  greater  length.  The 
attitude  of  the  fallen  yoiitli,  and  !•  illan's  reflections  over  him,  come  forcibly 
back  on  the  mind,  wh/a  we  consider,  that  the  supjiosed  situation  of  the 
f.ither  of  Culmin,  wan  so  similar  to  that  qi  f  ingal,  afitr  the  death  of  FiUai 
fcimself. 
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eyes  are  toward  Moi-lena,  But  thou  slialt  not  return 

with  the  spoil  of  the  fallen  foe !" 

Fillan  pours  the  flight  of  Erin  before  him,  over  the 
resounding  heath.  But,  man  on  man,  fell  Morven 
before  the  dark-red  rage  of  Foldath :  for,  far  on  the 
field,  he  poured  the  roar  of  half  his  tribes.  Dermid 
stands  before  him  in  wrath.  The  sons  of  Selnia  ga- 
thered around.  But  his  shield  is  cleft  by  Foldath. 
His  people  fly  over  the  heath. 

Then  said  the  foe,  in  his  pride,  '*  They  have  fled. 
My  fame  begins  !  Go,  Malthos,  go  bid  Cathmor 
guard  the  dark-rolling  of  ocean;  that  Fingal  may'not 
escape  from  my  sword.  He  must  lie  on  earth.  Be- 
side some  fen  shall  his  tomb  be  seen.  It  shall  rise 
without  a  song.  His  ghost  shall  hover,  in  mist,  over 
the  reedy  pool." 

Malthos  heard,  with  darkening  doubt.  He  rolled 
his  silent  eyes.  He  knew  the  pride  of  Foldath.  He 
looked  up  to  Fingal  on  his  hills :  then  darkly  turning, 
in  doubtful  mood,  he  plunged  his  sword  in  war. 

In  Clono's  *  narrow  vale,  where  bend  two  trees 
above  the  stream,  dark,  in  his  grief,  stood  Duthno's 

*  This  valley  Iiad  its  name  from  Clono,  son  of  Leilimal  of  Lora,  one  of 
the  ancestors  of  Dermid,  tlie  sonofDuthno.  Ills  history  is  tlnis  related  in 
an  old  poem.  In  the  days  of  Conar,  the  son  of  Trenmor,  ihe  first  king  of 
Ireland,  Clono  passed  over  into  that  kingdom,  from  Caledonia,  to  aid  Co- 
nar against  tlie  I'irholg.  Being  remarkable  fir  the  beauty  of  his  person,  lie 
luon  drew  the  attention  of  Sulmin,  the  young  wife  of  an  Irish  chief.  She 
disclosed  lier  passion,  which  was  not  properly  relinned  by  the  Culedonian. 
The  lady  sickened,  through  disappointment,  and  her  love  for  Clono  came 
t«  tlie  ears  of  her  husband.    Fired  with  jealousy,  he  vowed  reTemgi:. 
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silent  son.  The  blood  pours  from  the  side  of  Dermid. 
His  shield  is  broken  near.  His  spear  leans  against  a 
stone.  Why,  Dermid,  why  so  sad?  "  I  hear  the 
roar  of  battle.  My  people  are  alone.  My  steps  are 
slow  on  the  heath ;  and  no  shield  is  mine.  Shall  he 
then  prevail?  It  is  then  after  Dermid  is  low!  I  will 
call  thee  forth,  O  Foldath!  and  meet  thee  yet  in 
fight." 

He  took  his  spear,  with  dreadful  joy.  The  son  of 
Morni  came.  "  Stay,  son  of  Duthno,  stay  thy 
speed.  Thy  steps  are  marked  with  blood.  No 
bossy  shield  is  thine.  Why  shouldst  thou  fall  un- 
armed ]"     "    Son  of  Morni!    give  thou  thy  shield. 

Clono,  to  .-.void  his  ra?e,  departed  from  Temora,  in  order  to  pass  over 
into  ScoUans-l;  and,  being  heniglited  in  tlie  valley  mentioned  here,  he  laid 
liim  down  to  sleep.  There  Lethmal  deicended  in  the  dreams  of  CLiio,  and 
told  htm  that  danger  -was  near. 

GHOST  OF  LETHMAL.  "  Arise  from  thy  bed  of  moss,  son  of  low-laid 
Leihm.il,  arise.  The  sound  of  the  coming  of  foes,  descends  along  llie 
Vvind. 

CLONO.  "Whose  voice  is  that,  like  many  streams,  in  the  season  of 
my  rest ; 

GHOST  OF  LETHMAL.  "  Arise,  thou  dweller  of  the  souls  of  the 
lovely;  son  of  Lethmal,  arise. 

CLONO.  "  How  dreary  is  the  night !  The  moon  is  darkened  in  the 
sky;  re'i  are  the  paths  of  ghosts  along  its  suLen  face  !  Green-skirted  me- 
teors set  around.  Dull  is  the  roaring  of  streams,  from  the  valley  of  dim 
forms  I  hear  thee,  spirit  of  my  father,  on  the  eddying  course  of  the  wind. 
1  hear  thee;  but  thou  bendest  noi,  forward,  thy  tall  form,  from  the  skirts 
of  night." 

As  Climo  prepared  to  depart,  the  husband  of  Sulmin  came  up,  with  his 
numerous  attendants.  Clono  defended  himself,  but,  after  a. gallant  re- 
sistance, he  wa^  overpowered  and  slain.  He  was  buried  in  the  place  where 
he  was  k'lled,  and  the  valley  was  called  after  his  name.  Dermid,  in  his 
request  to  Gaul,  the  son  of  Morni,  whiili  immediately  follows  this  pan- 
graph,  alludes  toihe  tomb  of  Clono,  and  his  own  connection  with  tiat  un- 
fortunate chief. 
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Jt  has  often  rolled  back  the  war.  I  shall  stof>  ttiie 
chief  m  his  course.  Son  of  Morni!  behold  that 
stone !  It  lifits  its  grey  head  through  grass.  There 
dwells  a  chief  of  the  race  of  Dermid.  Place  me  ther« 
in  night." 

He  slowly  rose  against  the  hill.  He  saw  the  trou- 
bled field:  the  gleaming  ridges  of  battle,  disjoined 
and  broken  around.  As  distant  fires,  on  heath  by 
night,  now  seen  as  lost  in  smoke ;  now  rearing  their 
red  streams  on  the  hill,  as  blow  or  cease  the  winds  : 
so  met  the  intermitting  war  the  eye  of  broad-shielded 
Dermid.  Through  the  host  are  the  strides  of  Fol- 
dath,  like  some  dark  ship  on  wintry  waves,  when  she 
issues  from  between  two  isles,  to  spoit  on  resounding 
ocean! 

Dermid,  with  rage,  beholds  his  course.  He  strives 
to  rush  along.  But  he  fails  amid  his  steps;  and  the 
big  tear  comes  down.  He  sounds  his  father's  horn. 
He  thrice  strikes  his  bossy  shield.  He  calls  thrice  the 
tiame  of  Foldath,  from  his  roaring  tribes.  Foldath, 
with  joy,  beholds  the  chief.  He  lifts  aloft  his  bloody 
spear.  As  a  rock  is  marked  with  streams,  that  fell 
troubled  down  its  side  in  a  stoim ;  so,  streaked  w ith 
\vandering  blood,  is  the  dark  chief  of  Moma!  The 
host,  on  either  side,  withdraw  from  the  contending 
of  kings.  They  raise,  at  once,  their  gleaming  points^ 
Rusiiing  comes  Fillan  of  Selma.  Three  paces  back 
Foldath  withdraws,  dazzled  with  that  beam  of  light. 
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whicli  came,  as  issuing  from  a  cloud,  to  save  the 
wounded  chief.  Growing  in  his  pride  he  stands.  He 
calls  fortli  all  his  steel. 

As  meet  two  broad-winged  eagles,  in  their  soimd- 
ing  strife,  in  winds :  so  rush  the  two  chiefs,  on  Moi- 
lena,  into  gloomy  light.  By  turns  are  the  steps  of  the 
kings  *  forward  on  their  rocks  above ;  for  now  the 
dusky  war  seems  to  descend  on  their  swords.  Cath- 
liior  feels  the  joy  of  warriors,  on  iiis  mossy  hill:  their 
joy  in  secret,  when  dangers  rise  to  match  their  souls. 
His  eye  is  not  turned  on  Lubar,  but  on  Selma's 
dreadful  king.  He  beholds  him,  on  Blora,  rising  in 
his  arms. 

Foldath  t  falls  on  his  shield.     The  spear  of  Filldu 

•  ringal  and  Cathraor. 

+  Tlie  fall  of  Fulda-.h,  if  we  may  believe  tradition,  was  predicted  to 
liim,  before  he  had  left  his  own  country  to  join  Cairbar,  in  his  designs  on 
tlie  Irish  throne.  He  went  to  the  cave  of  Moma,  to  enquire  of  the  sjiirils 
*if  his  fathers,  concerning  the  success  of  the  enterprise  of  Cairbi.r.  The 
responses  of  oracles  are  always  attended  with  obscurity,  and  liable  to  a 
double  meaning:  Foldaili,  therefore,  put  a  favourable  interpretation  on 
the  prediction,  and  pursued  hisadopteJ  plan  of  a[;grandiziiig  himself  with 
the  family  of  Atha. 

FOLDATH,  iiiidjessing  thesphtts  of  his  f.ithers. 

"  Dark,  1  stand  in  your  jiresence  ;  fathers  oi  Foldath  hear.  Shall  my 
Steps  pass  over  Atlia,  to  Ullin  of  the  roes? 

The  AiiiWr-r. 

"  Thy  steps  shall  pas5  over  Atha,  to  the  green  dwel.in;  of  kin!;s.  There 
thall  thy  stature  arise,  over  Hie  fallen,  like  a  pillar  of  thunder-clouds. 
There,  terrible  in  darkn  ss,  shah  thou  stand,  till  the  reflected  beam,  or 
Cinn-mth  of  Moru.h,  come  ;  Moruth  of  many  streams,  that  roars  in  distant 
lands." 

C\oncn\\,OT  reflected  heam,  say  my  traditional  authors,  was  the  name 
of  the  sword  of  Fill.in  ;  so  that  it  was,  in  the  latent  siijnification  of  the  word 
■Claiica:ri,  that  the  deception  lay.     My  principal  reason  for'introducing  tins 
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t>ierced  the  king.  NdV  looks  the  youth  on  the  fallen^ 
but  onward  rolls  the  war.  The  hundred  voices  of 
death  arise.  "  Stay,  son  of  Fin  gal,  stay  thy  speed. 
Beholdest  thou  not  that  gleaming  form,  a  dreadful 
sign  of  death?  Awaken  not  the  king  of  Erin.  Re- 
turn, son  of  blue-eyed  Clatho." 

Malthos  *  beholds  Foldath  low.  He  darkly  stands 
above  the  chief.  Hatred  is  rolled  from  his  soul.  He 
seems  a  rock  in  a  desert,  on  whose  dark  side  are  the 
trickling  of  waters ;  when  the  slow-sailing  mist  has 
left  it,  and  all  its  trees  are  blasted  with  winds.  He 
spoke  to  the  dying  hero,  about  the  narrow  house. 
"  Whether  slrall  thy  grey  stone  rise  in  Ullin,  or  in 
Moma'sf  woody  land?  where  the  sun  looks,  in  secret, 
on  the  blue  streams  of  Dalrutlio?  J  There  are  the 
steps  of  thy  daughter,  blue-eyed  Dardu-lenal" 

note,  is,  tliat  tliis  tradition  serves  to  sliew,  iliat  the  religion  of  the  Fir-bo% 
differed  from  that  of  the  Caledonians,  as  we  never  find  the  latter  enquiring 
of  the  sp  rits  of  their  deceased  ancestors. 

*  Tlie  characters  of  Foldaih  and  Malthos  are  sustained.  They  were  both 
dirl;  ands'jr!y,  but  e^ch  in  a  different  way.  Foldath  was  impetuous  and 
cruel.  Malthos  stubborn  and  incredulous.  Their  attachment  to  the  family 
of  Aiha  was  equal;  their  bravery  in  battle  the  same.  Foldath  was  vain 
and  ostentatious:  Malihos  unindulgent  but  generous.  His  beliavioiir  here, 
towards  his  enemy  Toldath,  shews,  that  a  good  heart  often  lies  concealed 
under  a  gloomy  and  suUc-n  character. 

+  Moma  was  the  name  of  a  country  in  the  south  of  Connaught,  once  fa- 
mous for  being  the  residence  of  an  Arch-Druid.  The  cave  of  Moma  was 
thought  to  be  inhabited  by  tlie  spirits  of  the  clnefs  of  tlie  Fir-bolg,  and  tlieir 
posterity  sent  to  enquire  there,  as  to  an  oracle,  concerning  the  issue  of 
their  wars. 

♦  Dal-ruath,  parched  or  sandy /'Id.  The  etymology  of  Dardulena  is  un- 
cerlain.  The  daughtej:  of  Foldath  was.  probahly,  so  called,  from  a  ])lace 
in  UUter,  where  herfaiher  had  defeated  part  of  the  adherents  of  .Arth» 
king  of  Ireland.    Dor-du-lcm  ;  tht  d^ri  ■wt'id  ef  Mti-k/ia.     Ai  FoId»tk 
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"  Reraemberest  thou  licr,"  said  Foldath,  "  because 
BO  sou  is  mine :  no  youth  to  roll  the  battle  before 
him,  in  revenge  of  me  1  Mallhos,  I  am  revenged.  I 
was  not  peaceful  in  the  field.  Raise  the  tombs  of 
those  I  have  slain,  around  my  narrow  house.  Often 
shall  I  forsake  the  blast,  to  rejoice  above  their  graves; 
when  I  behold  them  spread  around,  with  their  long- 
whistling  grass." 

His  soul  rushed  to  the  vale  of  Moma,  to  Dardu- 
lena's  dreams,  where  she  slept,  by  Dahutho's  stream, 
returning  from  the  chace  of  the  hinds.  Her  bow  is 
near  the  maid,  unstrung.  The  breezes  fold  her  long 
hair  on  her  breasts.  Cloathed  m  the  beauty  of  youth, 
the  love  of  heroes  lay.  Dark-bending,  from  the 
skirts  of  the  wood,  her  wounded  father  seemed  to 
come.  He  appeared,  at  times,  then  hid  himself  in 
mist.  Bursting  into  tears  she  rose.  She  knew  that 
the  chief  was  low.  To  her  came  a  beam  from  his 
soul,  when  folded  in  its  storms.  Thou  wert  the  last 
of  his  race,  O  blue-eyed  Dardu-lena! 

Wide-spreading  over  echoing  Lubar,  the  flight  of 
Bolga  is  rolled  along.  Fillan  hangs  forward  on  their 
steps.  He  stre\\s,  \\ith  dead,  the  heath.  Fingal  re- 
joices over  his  son.     Blue-shielded  Cathmor  rose.* 

Avas  )iroiid  and  ostentatious,  it  would  appear,  that  he  transferred  the  name 
of  a  place,  where  lie  himself  had  been  viciorious,  tohis  daughter. 

*  The  suspense,  in  which  the  mind  of  tiie  reader  is  left  here,  conveys 
the  idea  of  Fillan's  danger  more  forcibly  home,  than  any  description  that 
could  be  iiitroiluce.-l.  There  is  a  sort  of  elotjuence,  in  silence  with  pro- 
priety.    A  miaute  d^ml  of  the  ctrcumslantes  of  an  Important  scene  is 
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Son  of  Alpin  bring  the  harp.  Give  Fillan's  praise 
to  the  wind.  Raise  high  his  praise,  in  mine  ear, 
while  yet  he  shines  in  war. 

"  Leave,  bhie-eyed  Clatho,  leave  thy  hall !  Be- 
hold that  early  beam  of  thine !  The  host  is  wither- 
ed in  its  course.  No  further  look,  it  is  dark.  Light- 
trembling  from  the  harp,  strike,  virgins,  strike  the 
sound.  No  luuiter  he  descends,  from  the  dewy 
haunt  of  the  bounding  roe.  lie  bends  not  his  bow 
on  the  wind ;  nor  sends  his  grey  arrow  abroad. 

"  Deep-folded  in  red  war!  See  battle  roll  against 
Lis  side.  Striding  amid  the  ridgy  strife,  he  pours  the 
deaths  of  thousands  forth.  Fillan  is  like  a  spirit  of 
heaven,  that  descends  from  the  skirt  of  winds.  The 
troubled  ocean  feels  his  steps,  as  he  strides  from  wave 
to  wave.  His  path  kindles  behind  him.  Islands 
shake  their  heads  on  the  heaving  seas !  Leave,  blue- 
eyed  Clatho,  leave  thy  hall !" 

generally  cold  and  insipid.  The  human  mind,  free  and  fond  of  thinking 
for  itself,  is  disgusted  to  find  every  thing  done  by  llie  poet.  It  is,  there- 
fore, his  business  only  to  mark  the  mo  t  striking  outlines,  and  to  allow 
the  imaginations  of  his  readers  to  finish  the  figure  for  tliemselvss. 

The  book  ends  in  the  afternoon  of  the  third  day,  from  the  opening  ol 
ttie  poem. 
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ARGUMENT. 

This  book  opens  with  a  speech  of  Fingal,  who  sees  Catlimor 
descending  to  the  assistance  of  his  flying  army.  The  king 
dispatches  Ossian  to  tiie  vehef  of  Fillan.  He  himself  retires 
behind  tlie  rock  of  Cormid,  to  avoid  tlie  sight  of  the  engage- 
ment between  his  son  and  Cathmor.  Ossiin  advances.  The 
descent  of  Cathmor  described.  He  rallies  the  army,  renews 
the  battle,  and,  before  Ossian  could  arrive,  engages  Fillan 
himself.  Upon  the  approach  of  Ossian,  the  combat  between 
tlie  two  heroes  ceases.  Ossian  and  Cathmor  prepare  to 
fight,  but  night  coming  on  prevents  them.  Ossian  returns 
to  the  place  where  Cathmor  and  Fillan  fought.  He  finds 
Fillan  mortally  wounded,  and  leaning  against  a  rock.  Their 
discourse.  Fillan  dies:  his  body  is  laid,  by  Ossian,  in  a 
neighbouring  cave.  The  Caledonian  anny  return  to  Fingal. 
He  questions  them  about  his  son,  and,  understanding  that 
he  was  killed,  retires,  in  silence,  to  the  rock  of  Cormul. 
Upon  the  retreat  of  the  army  of  Fingal,  the  Fir-bolg  ad- 
vance. Cathmor  finds  Bran,  one  of  the  dogs  of  Fingal, 
lying  on  the  shield  of  Fillan,  before  the  entrance  of  the 
cave^  where  the  body  of  that  hero  lay.  His  reflections 
thereuiion.  He  returns,  in  a  melancholy  mood,  to  his 
9rmy.  jNIalthos  endeavours  to  comfort  him,  by  the  example 
of  his  father  Borbai-duthul.  Cathmor  retires  to  rest.  The 
stfng  of  Sul-malla  concludes  the  book,  which  ends  about  the 
middle  of  tiie  tliird  night,  from  the  opening  of  the  poem. 
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*  «  Cathmor  rises  on  his  hill!  Shall  FIngal  take 
the  sword  of  Luno?  But  what  shall  become  of 
thy  fame,  son  of  white-bosomed  Clatho  1  Turn  not 
thine  eyes  from  Fingal,  fair  daughter  of  Inistore.  I 
shall  not  quench  thy  early  beam.  It  shines  along  my 
soul.  Rise,  wood-skirted  Mora,  rise  between  the  war 
and  me !  Why  should  Fingal  behold  the  strife,  lest 
his  dark-haired  warrior  should  fall!  Amidst  the 
song,  O  Carril,  pour  the  sound  of  the  trembling 
harp  !  Here  are  the  voices  of  rocks  !  and  there  the 
bright  tumbling  of  waters.  Father  of  Oscar,  lift  tks 
spear!  Defend  the  young  in  arms.  Conceal  thy 
steps  from  Fillan.  He  must  not  know  that  I  doubt 
his  steel.  No  cloud  of  mine  shall  rise,  my  son,  upon 
thy  soul  of  fire  \" 

He  suuk  beliind  his  rock,  amid  the  sound  of  Car- 

*  ringal  speaks. 
VOL.  II.  S 
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ril's  song.  Brightening,  in  my  growing  soul,  I  took 
the  spear  of  Temora.*  I  saw,  along  Moi-lena,  the 
wild  tumbling  of  battle;  the  strife  of  death,  in  gleam- 
ing rows,  disjoined  and  broken  round.  Fillan  is  a 
beam  of  fire.  From  wing  to  wing  is  his  wasteful 
course.  The  ridges  of  war  melt  before  him.  They 
are  rolled,  in  smoke,  from  the  fields  ! 

Now  is  the  coming  forth  of  Cathmor,  in  the  ar- 
mour of  kings !  Dark  waves  the  eagle's  wing,  above 
his  helmet  of  fire.  Unconcerned  are  his  steps,  as  if 
they  were  to  the  chace  of  Erin.  He  raises,  at  times, 
his  terrible  voice.  Erin,  abashed,  gathers  round. 
Their  souls  return  back,  like  a  stream.  They  won- 
der at  the  steps  of  their  fear.  He  rose,  like  the  beam 
of  the  morning,  on  a  haunted  Ijeath :  the  traveller 
looks  back,  with  bending  eye,  on  the  field  of  dreadful 
forms!  Sudden,  from  the  rock  of  Moi-lena,  are 
Sul-malla's  trembling  steps.  An  oak  takes  the  spear 
from  her  hand.  Halt-bent  she  looses  the  lance.  But 
then  are  her  eyes  on  the  king,  from  amid  her  wander- 
ing locks!  No  friendly  strife  is  before  thee!  No 
light  contending  of  bows,  as  when  the  youth  of  tlnis- 
liuna  come  forth  beneath  the  eye  of  Conmor! 


*  Tlie  .'ptitr  of  Temora  was  that  which  Oscir  had  lec-ived,  in  a  present, 
fium  t'oiinac,  ihe  son  of  Artho,  king  of  Ireland.  It  was  of  it  that  Cairbar 
i.acie  ;lie  pretext  for  quarrelling  with  Oscar,  at  the  feast,  in  the  first  book. 

+  Cluha,  whidins  hay  ;  an  arm  cf  tlie  sea  in  Inis-huna,  or  the  western, 
roast  of  South  Britain.  It  was  in  lliis  bay  that  Catlimor  was  wind-bound 
whtnS'jl-mJllacame,  in  the  disguise  of  a  young  warrior,  to  attomjiary 


AN    EPIC    POEM.  £ir) 

As  the  rock  of  Runo,  which  takes  the  passing 
clouds  as  they  fly,  seems  growing,  in  gathered  dark- 
ness, over  the  streamy  heath;  so  seems  the  chief  of 
Atha  taller,  as  gather  his  people  around.  As  different 
blasts  fly  over  tlie  sea,  each  behind  its  dark-blue 
wave,  so  Cathmor's  words,  on  every  side,  pour  his 
warriors  forth.  Nor  silent  on  his  hill  is  Fillan.  He 
mixes  his  words  with  his  echoing  shield.  An  eagle 
he  seemed,  with  sounding  wings,  calling  the  wind  to 
liis  rock,  when  he  sees  the  coming  forth  of  the  roes, 
on  Lutha's  *  rushy  field ! 

Now  they  bend  forward  in  battle.  Death's  hun- 
dred voices  arise.  The  kings,  on  either  side,  were 
like  fires  on  the  souls  of  the  hosts.  Ossian  bounded 
along.  High  rocks  and  trees  rush  tall  between  the 
war  and  me.  But  I  hear  the  noise  of  steel,  between 
my  clanging  arms.  Rising,  gleamhig,  on  the  hill,  I 
behold  the  backward  steps  of  hosts :  their  backward 
steps,  on  either  side,  and  wildly-looking  eyes.  The 
chiefs  were  met  in  dreadful  fight !  The  two  blue- 
shielded  kings !  Tall  and  dark,  through  gleams  of 
steel,  are  seen  the  striving  heroes!  I  rush.  My 
fears  for  Fillan  fly,  burning  across  my  soul. 

I  come.     Nor  Cathmor  flies ;  nor  yet  comes  on  ; 

him  in  liisvoyajeto  Ireland.  Conmor,  the  father  of  Sul-malla,  as  is  in- 
iinualed  at  the  close  of  the  fourth  book,  was  dead  before  the  departure  of 
his  daughter. 

*  Luiha  wasthe  name  of  a  valley  in  Morven.  There  dwelt  Toscar  the 
son  uf  Conloch,  the  father  of  M^ilvina,   who,  upon  that  accouatj  is  oft«n 
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he  isiJeloiig  stalks  along.  An  icy  rock,  cold,  tall,  he 
seems.  I  call  forth  all  my  steel.  Silent  awhile 
we  stride,  on  either  side  of  a  rushing  stream: 
then,  sudden  turning,  all  at  once,  we  raise  our 
pointed  spears!  We  raise  our  spears,  but  night 
comes  down.  It  is  dark  and  silent  round;  t)ut 
where  the  distant  steps  of  hosts  are  sounduig  over  the 
heath! 

I  come  to  the  place  where  Fillan  fought.  Nor 
voice,  nor  sound  is  there.  A  broken  helmet  lies  on 
earth,  a  buckler  cleft  in  twain.  Where,  Fillan,  where 
art  thou,  young  chief  of  echoing  Morven?  lie  hears 
me  leaning  on  a  rock,  which  bends  its  grey  head  over 
the  stream.  He  hears;  but  sullen,  dark  he  stands.  At 
length  I  saw  the  hero. 

"  Why  standest  tliou,  robed  in  darkness,  son  of 
woody  Selma?  Bright  is  thy  patli,  my  brother,  in  this 
dark-brown  field !  Long  has  been  thy  strife  in  bat- 
tle !  Now  the  horn  of  Fingal  is  heard.  Ascend  to 
the  cloud  of  thy  father,  to  his  hill  of  feasts.  In  the 
evening  mist  he  sits,  and  hears  the  sound  of  Carril's 
harp.  Carry  joy  to  the  aged,  young  breaker  of  the 
shields !" 

"  Can  the  vanquished  carry  joy?  Ossian,  no  shield 
is  mine!  It  lies  broken  on  the  field.  The  eagle-wing 
of  my  helmet  is  torn.  It  is  when  foes  fly  before  them, 
that  fathers  delight  in  their  sons.  But  their  sighs 
burst  forth,  in  secret,  when  their  young  warriors  yield. 
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Ko:  Filial!  sliall  not  behold  the  king!  Why  should 
the  hero  mouni?" 

"  Son  of  blue -eyed  Clatho!  O  Fillan,  awake  not 
my  soul !  Wert  thou  not  a  burning  fire  before  him? 
Shall  he  not  rejoice  ?  Such  fame  belongs  not  to  Os- 
sian;  yet  is  the  king  still  a  sun  to  me.  He  looks  on 
my  steps  ^\ith  joy.  Shadows  never  rise  on  his  face. 
Ascend,  O  Fillan,  to  Mora!  His  feast  is  spread  i« 
the  folds  of  mist." 

"Ossian!  give  me  that  broken  shield:  these  feathers 
that  are  rolled  in  the  wind.  Place  them  near  to  Fillan, 
that  less  of  his  fame  may  fall.  Ossian,  I  begin  to  fail- 
Lay  me  in  that  hollow  rock.  Raise  no  stone  above, 
lest  one  should  ask  about  my  fame.  I  am  fallen  in 
the  first  of  my  fields  ;  fallen  without  renown.  Let 
thy  voice  alone  send  joy  to  my  flying  soul.  W'hy 
should  the  bard  know  where  dwells  the  lost  beam  of 
Clatho?"* 

*  A  dialogue  between  Claiho  the  mother,  and  Bosmina  the  sister  of  Fil- 
lan : 

CLATHO.  "  Daughter  of  Fingal  arise  !  thou  light  between  thy  lockr. 
Lift  ihy  fair  head  from  rest,sof;-gIidingsun-bcara  of  Selma  !  I  beheld  thy 
arms, on  thy  breast,  white  tossed  amidst  thy  wandei in?  locks  ;  when  the 
rustling  breeze  of  the  morning  cam;  from  the  desert  of  streams.  Hast  thou 
seen  thy  f:nhers,  Bosmma,  d- sceodmg  in  thy  dreams?  Arise,  daughter 
of  Clitho;  dwells  llier^?  aught  of  grief  in  thy  soul  ? 

BOS-MINA.  "  A  thin  form  iiassed  before  me,  fading  as  it  flew:  like 
the  darkening  wave  of  a  breez,-,  along  a  field  of  grass.  Descend,  from  thy 
wall,  O  hjrp,  and  call  back  the  soul  of  Bos-minaJ  it  ha-i  rolled  away,  like 
asi  earn.  1  hear  thy  pleasant  sound.  I  hear  thee,  O  liarp,  and  ray  voice 
shall  rise. 

"  How  often  shall  ye '  ush  to  war,  ye  dwellers  of  my  soul  f  Your  paths 
are  distant,  kings  of  men,  in  Erin  of  blue  streams.  Lift  thy  wing,  thou 
suuihern  breeze,  from  Qlono's  darkening  heath  :  spread  the  sails  ot  f  inr 
jal  luvvard  the  bays  of  his  land. 
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"Is  thy  spirit  on  the  eddying  winds,  O  Fillan, 
young  breaker  of  shields!  Joy  pursue  my  hero, 
through  his  folded  clouds.  The  forms  of  thy  fathers, 

0  Fillan,  bend  to  receive  their  son.  I  behold  the 
spreadhig  of  their  fire  on  Mora:  the  blue-rolling  of 
their  wreaths.  Joy  meet  thee  my  brother!  But  we 
are  dark  and  sad  !    I  behold  the  foe  round  the  aged. 

1  behold  the  wasting  away  of  his  fame.  Thou 
art  left  alone  in  the  field,  O  grey-haired  king  of 
Selma!" 

I  laid  him  in  the  hollow  rock,  at  the  roar  of  the 
nightly  stream.  One  red  star  looked  in  on  the  hero. 
Winds  lift,  at  times,  his  locks.  I  listen.  No  sound 
is  heard.  The  warrior  slept!  As  lightning  on  a  cloud, 
a  thought  came  rushing  along  my  soul.  My  eyes  roll 
in  fire:  my  strides  was  in  the  clang  of  steel:  '•  I 
will  find  thee,  king  of  Erin !  in  the  gathering  of  thy 
thousands  find  thee.    Why  should  that  cloud  escape, 

"  But  wliois  thai,  in  his  strength,  darkening  in  the  presence  of  war?  IIu 
arm  stretches  to  the  foe,  lilce  the  beam  of  the  sickly  sun  ;  when  his  side  is 
crusted  with  darkness  ;  and  he  rolls  his  dismal  course  through  the  sky. 
Who  is  it,  but  the  father  of  Bos-mina?  Shall  lie  return  till  danger  is 
past! 

"  Fillan,  thou  art  a  beam  by  his  side;  beautiful, but  terrible,  istliy  light. 
Thy  sword  is  before  thee,  a  blue  fire  of  nighl.  Ulien  shall  thou  return  to  thy 
roes  i  to  the  streams  of  thy  rusliy  fields  ;  When  shall  I  behold  thee  from 
Mora,  while  winds  strew  mj  long  lucks  on  their  blasts  !  But  shall  a  young 
eagle  return  from  the  field  where  the  heroes  fall! 

CLATHO.  "  Soft,  as  the  song  of  Loda,  is  the  voice  ofSelma's  maid. 
Pleasant  to  the  ear  of  Clatho  is  the  name  of  the  breaker  of  sliields.  Be- 
hold, the  king  comes  from  ocean  :  the  shield  of  Morven  is  birne  by  bards. 
The  foe  has  fled  before  him,  like  the  departure  of  mist.  1  hear  not  the 
sounding  wingiof  my  eagle;  the  rushing  foith  of  the  son  ot  Clatho.  Thoii 
art  dark,  O  Fingal ;  ehall  the  warrior  nev.  i  letumf"  *  *  •* 
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that  quenched  our  early  beam?  Kindle  your  meteors 
on  your  hills,  my  fathers.  Light  my  daring  steps.  I 
will  consume  in  wrath.  *  But  should  not  I  return! 
The  king  is  without  a  son,  grey-haked  among  his 
foes!  His  arm  is  not  as  in  the  days  of  old.  His  fame 
grows  dim  in  Erin.  Let  me  not  behold  him,  laid  low 
in  his  latter  field.  But  can  I  return  to  the  king? 
VVill  he  not  ;isk  about  his  son?  "  Thou  oughtest  to 
defend  young  Fillan."  Ossian  will  meet  the  foe! 
Gioen  Erin,  thy  sounding  tread  is  pleasant  to  my  ear. 
I  rush  on  thy  ridgy  host,  to  shun  the  eyes  of  Fingal. 
I  hear  the  voice  of  the  king,  on  Mora's  misty  top! 
He  calls  his  two  sons !  I  come,  my  father,  in  my 
grief.  I  come  like  an  eagle,  which  the  flame  of  night 
met  in  the  desert,  and  spoiled  of  half  his  wings!" 
Distant, t  round  the  king,   on  Mora,  the  broken 

*  Here  i!ie  sentence  is  designedly  left  unfini-hed.  The  sen5e  is,  that  he 
was  resolved,  like  a  destroying  fire,  to  consume  Cathmor,  who  had  killed 
his  hrother.  In  t'c  midst  of  this  resolution,  the  situation  of  Fingal  sug- 
gests itself  to  him,  in  a  very  strong  light.  He  resolves  to  return  to  assist 
the  king  in  prosecuting  the  war.  But  tlien  his  sliame  for  not  defending 
his  brother,  recurs  lo  him.  lie  is  determined  again  to  go  and  find  out 
Catlmior.  We  may  consider  him,  as  in  the  act  of  advancing  towards  the 
enemy,  when  the  horn  of  Vingal  sounded  on  Mora,  and  called  back  his 
people  to  his  presence.  Tliis  soliloquy  is  natural:  the  resoludons  which 
so  suddenly  follow  one  atioftier,  aie  expressive  of  a  mind  extremely  agi- 
tated with  sorrow  and  conscious  shame;  yel  the  behaviour  of  Ossian,  in 
his  execution  of  the  commands  of  Fingal,  is  so  irreprehensible,  that  it  ii 
not  easy  to  determine  where  he  failed  in  his  duty.  The  truth is,that  when 
men  fail  in  designs  which  Jhey  ardently  wish  to  accomplish,  they  natu- 
rally blame  themselves,  as  the  chief  cause  of  their  disappointment. 

+  "  1  his  scene,"  says  an  ingenious  writer,  and  a  good  judge,  "  is  so- 
lemn. The  poet  always  places  his  chief  character  amidst  objects  which 
favour  the  sublime.  The  face  of  the  country,  the  night,  the  broken  re- 
mains of  a  defeated  army,  and,  above  all,  the  attitude  and  silence  of  Fin- 
gal himself,  ate  circumstances  calculated  to  impress  a.n  awful  i'Jea  on  ti.e 
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ridges  of  Morven  are  rolled.  They  turned  their  eyes; 
each  darkly  bends,  on  his  own  ashen  spear.  Silent 
stood  the  king  in  the  midst.  Thought  on  thought 
rolled  over  his  soul.  As  waves  on  a  secret  moun- 
tain-lake, each  with  its  back  of  foam.  He  looked; 
no  son  appeared,  with  iiis  long-beaming  spear.  The 
sighs  rose,  crowding,  from  his  soul;  but  he  con- 
cealed his  grief.  At  length  I  stood  beneath  an  oak. 
No  voice  of  mine  was  heard.  What  could  I  say 
to  Fingal  in  his  hour  of  woe?  His  words  rose,  at 
length,  in  the  midst:  the  people  shrunk  backward 
as  he  spoke.* 

mind.  Ossian  is  most  successful  in  his  nii^ht  descriptions.  Dark  images 
suiled  the  melanclioly  temper  of  his  mind.  His  poems  were  all  composed 
after  the  active  part  of  his  life  was  over,  when  he  was  blind,  and  had 
survived  all  the  companions  of  his  youth  :  we  tlierefore  find  a  veil  of  me- 
lancholy thrown  over  the  whole. 
*  1  owe  the  first  paragraph  of  the  following;  note  to  (he  same  pen  : 
"  The  abashed  behaviour  of  the  army  of  1  ingal  proceeds  rather  from 
shame  than  fear.  The  king  was  not  of  a  tyrannical  disposition:  He,  as  he 
professes  himself  in  the  fifih  book,  never  was  a  dreadful  form,  in  thc'r  pre- 
s.nce,  darkened  into -wiath.  His  voice  wiu  no  thunder  to  their  can:  his  eye 
sent  forth  no  death.  The  first  agrs  of  society  are  not  ilie  times  of  arl)itrary 
power.  As  the  wanlsof  mankind  are  few,  they  retain  their  independence. 
It  is  an  advanced  state  of  civilization  that  moulds  the  mind  tothatsubmis- 
sion  to  Rovernment,  of  which  ambitious  magistrates  take  advantage,  and 
raise  themselves  into  absolute  power." 

It  is  a  vulgar  error,  tliat  tlie  common  Highlanders  lived,  in  abject  sla- 
very, under  llieir  cliiefs.  Their  high  ideas  of,  and  att-flchment  lo,  tlie 
heads  of  their  families,  probalily,  led  the  unintelligent  inlo  this  mistake. 
When  the  lionour  of  the  tribe  was  conceined,  the  coinminds  of  the  chief 
were  obe)"ed,  witjiou*  restricticm:  but,  if  individuals  were  oppressed,  they 
threw  themselves  into  the  arms  of  a  neiglibouring  clan,  assumed  a  new 
name,  and  were  encouraged  and  protected.  Tlie  fear  of  tliis  desertion, 
no  doubt,  made  tlie  chiefs  cauliouj  in  tlieir  government.  As  their  conse- 
quence, in  the  eyes  of  others,  was  in  proportion  to  tlie  number  of  ,heir 
people,  tliey  took  care  to  avoid  every  thing  tliat  tended  to  diminisli  it. 

It  was  but  very  lately  that  the  autliority  of  the  laws  extended  to  tl'C 
Highlands,  Before  that  lime  tlie  cl4ns  were  governed,  in  civil  afl'airs,  not 
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"  Where  is  the  son  of  Sehtia,  he  who  led  in 
warl  I  behold  not  his  steps,  among  my  people, 
returning  from  the  field.  Fell  the  young  bound- 
Hig  roe,  who  was  so  stately  on  my  hills?  He  fell ; 
for  ye  are  silent.  The  shield  of  war  is  cleft  in 
twain.  Let  his  armour  be  near  to  Fingal;  and  the 
sword  of  dark-brown  Luno.  I  am  waked  on  my 
hills  ;  with  morning  I  descend  to  war." 

High*  on  Cornuil's  rock,  an  oak  is  flaming  to  the 
wind.     The  grey  skirts  of  mist  are  rolled  around; 

by  the  verbal  commands  of  a  cliief,  b;it  by  wbat  they  called  C/echMi,  or  t'.ie 
traditional  precer'.ents  of  their  ancestors.  When  differences  happened  be- 
tween individuals,  some  of  t!ic  oldest  men  in  the  tribe  were  chosen  um- 
pires between  the  parties,  to  decide  according  to  ihe  Ckchda.  The  chief 
inlrrposed  his  authority,  and,  invariably,  enforced  the  decision-  In  their 
wars,  which  were  frequent,  on  account  of  family  feuds,  the  chief  was  less 
reserved  in  the  execution  of  his  authority;  and  even  then  he  seldom  ex- 
tended it  to  the  taking  thehfeofany  of  his  tribe.  No  crime  was  capital, 
except  murder ;  and  that  was  very  unfrequent  in  the  Highlands.  No  cor- 
poral punisliment,  of  any  kind,  was  mllicted.  'The  memory  of  en  affront 
of  this  sort  weuld  remain  for  ages,  in  a  family,  and  they  would  seize  eversr- 
opportunity  to  be  revenged,  unless  it  came  immediately  from  tlie  hands 
of  the  crief  himself;  in  that  case  it  was  taken,  rather  as  a  fatheily  correc- 
tion, than  a  legal  punishment  for  offences. 

*  This  rock  of  Cormul  is  often  mentioned  in  the  preceding  part  of  the 
poem.  It  was  on  it  Fingal  and  Ossian  stood  to  view  the  battle.  The  cus- 
tom of  retiring  from  the  army,  on  the  night  prior  to  their  engaging  in  bat- 
tle, wa*  universal  among  the  kings  of  the  Caledonians.  Trenmor,  tlie  most 
renowned  of  the  ancestors  of  Fingal,  is  mentioned  as  the  first  who  insti- 
tuted this  custom.  Succeeding  bards  attributed  it  to  a  hero  of  a  later  pe- 
riod. In  an  old  poem,  which  begins  with  Mac-Arcath  na  ceud  fiol,  this  cus- 
tnm  of  retiring  from  the  army,  before  T.n  engagement,  is  numbered,  among 
the  wise  institutions  of  Fergus,  the  son  of  Arch  or  Arcath,  the  firs;  kingof 
Scots.  1  shall  here  translate  the  passage;  in  some  other  note  I  may.  pro- 
bably, give  all  that  remains  of  the  poem.  F.-rgus  of  thr  huiiiiied  streams, 
son  01  A'cnlh-j-lmlought  cf  old:  thhU  didst  first  retire  a'-  uigkt :  xvhaithe. 
foe  roUeJ-beJo'e  thit',  in  tihoing  fields,  tior  binding  in  test  if  the  img  :  hf 
gathers  ha'fles  in  his  soul.  Fly,  son  of  the  stranger  !  with  mom  he  shall lUsh 
abroad.    Wlieti,  or  by  whom,  this  poem  was  written,  is  uncertain. 
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thither  strode  the  king  in  his  wrath.  Distant  from 
the  host  he  always  lay,  when  battle  burnt  within  his 
soul.  On  two  spears  hung  his  shield  on  high  ;  the 
gleaming  sign  of  death ;  that  shield,  which  he  was 
wont  to  strike,  by  night,  before  he  rushed  to  war.  It 
was  then  his  warriors  knew,  when  the  king  was  to 
lead  in  strife ;  for  never  was  this  buckler  heard,  till 
the  wrath  of  Fingal  arose.  Unequal  were  his  steps 
on  high,  as  he  shone  in  the  beam  of  the  oak;  he 
was  dreadful  as  the  form  of  the  spirit  of  night,  when 
he  clothes,  on  hills,  his  wild  gestures  with  mist,  and, 
issuing  forth,  on  the  troubled  ocean,  mounts  the  car 
of  winds. 

Kor  settled,  from  the  storm,  is  Erin's  sea  of  war  ! 
they  glitter,  beneath  the  moon,  and,  low-humming, 
still  roll  on  the  field.  Alone  are  the  steps  of  Cath- 
nlor,  before  them  on  the  heath ;  he  hangs  forward, 
with  all  his  arms,  on  Morven's  flying  host.  Now 
had  he  come  to  the  mossy  cave,  where  Fillan  lay  in 
night.  One  tree  was  bent  above  the  stream,  which 
glittered  over  the  rock.  There  shone  to  the  moon 
the  brol  en  shield  of  Ciatho's  son;  and  near  it,  on 
grass,  lay  hairy-footed  Bran.  *     He  had  missed  the 


*  I  remember  to  have  met  with  an  old  poem,  wherein  a  story  of  this 
son  is  very  happily  introduced.  In  one  of  the  invasions  of  the  Danes, 
Vli-.n-clundii,  a  Considerable  chief,  on  the  western  coast  of  Scotland,  was 
iJiilQj  in  a  n-ncounter  with  a  flying  party  of  ihe  enemy,  who  had  landed, 
:u  no  great  distance,  from  the  place  of  his  residence.  The  few  followers 
^vho  aticnded  him  were  also  slain.  The  young  wife  of  Ullin-clundu,  who 
i.an  not  Ueaiu  of  his  (all,  fear.nj  the  warst,  on  accaiiat  of  bis  long  dela;. 
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r-hief  on  Mora,  and  searched  him  along  the  wind, 
lie  thought  that  the  bUie-eyed  hunter  slept ;  he  lay 
upon  his  shield.  No  blast  came  over  the  heath,  un- 
known to  bounding  Bran. 

Catlnnor  saw  the  white-breasted  dog ;  he  saw  the 
broken  shield.  Darkness  is  blown  back  on  his  soul; 
he  lemeuibers  the  falling  away  of  the  people.  They 
come,  a  stream;  are  rolled  away;  another  race  suc- 
ceeds. "  But  some  mark  the  fields,  as  they  pass, 
with  their  own  mighty  names.  The  heath,  through 
dark-brown  years,  is  tlieirs;  some  blue  stream  winds 
lb  their  fame.  Of  these  be  the  chief  of  Atha,  when 
he  lays  him  down  on  earth.  Often  may  the  voice  of 
future  times  meet  Cathmor  in  the  air:  when  he 
strides  from  wind  to  wind,  or  folds  himself  in  the 
whig  of  a  storm." 

Green  Erin  gathered  round  the  kincr,  to  hear  tlie 
voice  of  his  power.  Their  joyful  faces  bend,  un- 
equal, forward,  in  the  light  of  the  oak.  They  who 
were  terrible  were  removed:  Lubar|  winds  again  in 

alarmed  the  rest  of  his  tribe,  who  wsnt  in  search  of  him  along  the  shore. 
They  did  not  find  him;  and  the  beautiful  widow  became  disconsolate.  At 
length  he  was  discovered,  by  means  of  his  dog,  who  sat  r>n  a  rock  beside 
the  body,  for  some  days.  The  stanza  concerning  the  dog,  whose  name 
was  Du-chos,  or  Blaekfaot,  is  descriptive. 

•'Dark-sided  Du-chos!  feet  of  wind  ;  cold  is  thy  seat  on  rocks.  lie 
(the  dog)  sees  the  roe;  his  ears  are  high;  .ind  half  he  bound*  away.  He 
looks  around;  but  CUin  sleeps;  he  droops  again  his  head.  The  winds 
come  past;  dark  Du-chos  thinks  that  Ullin's  voice  is  near.  But  still  he 
beholds  himsilen:,  laid  amidst  the  waving  lic.ith.  Dark-sided  Du-chos,  his 
voice  no  more  shall  send  thee  over  the  heath  !" 

+  In  Older  to  illusirate  tlits  passage,  it  is  proj.cr  lo  lay  before  the  reader 
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their  host.  Cathnior  was  that  beam  from  heaven 
which  shone  when  his  jieople  were  dark.  He  was  ho- 
noured iu  the  midst.  TJieir  souls  rose  with  ardour 
around.  Tlie  king  alone  no  gladness  shewed ;  no 
stranger  he  to  war ! 

"  Why  is  the  king  so  sad?"  said  Malthos  eagle- 
eyed.  "  Renjains  there  a  foe  at  Lubar?  Livts  there 
among  them,  who  can  lift  the  spear?  Not  so  peace- 
ful was  thy  father,  Borbar-duthul,  *  king  of  spears. 
His  rage  was  a  fire  that  always  burned;  his  joy  over 
fallen  foes  was  great.  Three  days  feasted  the  grey- 
haired  hero,  when  he  heard  that  Calmar  fell :  Calmar, 

the  scene  of  tlie  two  preceding  battles.  Between  tlie  hills  of  Mora  and- 
Lona  lay  the  plain  of  Moi-lena,  tlirougli  which  ran  tlie  river  Lubar.  The 
first  battle,  whej-ein  Gaul,  the  son  of  Morni,  commanded  on  the  Caledo- 
nian side,  was  fought  on  the  banks  of  Lubar.  As  there  was  little  advan- 
tage obtained  on  either  side,  the  armies,  after  the  battle,  retained  theij: 
former  position. 

In  the  second  battle,  wherein  Fillan  commanded, the  Irish, after  the  fall 
of  Foldath,  were  driven  u])  the  hill  of  Lona;  but,  upon  the  coming  of 
Caihmor  to  their  aid,  they  regained  their  former  situation,  and  drove  back 
the  Caledonians,  in  their  tuin  ;  so  that  Lubar  winded  again  in  their  host. 

*  Borbar-duthul,  the  father  of  C.ithmor,  was  the  brother  of  that  Col-ulla, 
■who  is  said,  in  the  beginning  of  the  fourth  book,  to  have  rebelled  against 
Cormac  king  of  Ireland.  Borbar-duthul  seems  to  have  retained  all  the 
prejudice  of  his  family  against  the  succession  of  the  posterity  of  Conar,  on 
the  Irish  throne.  From  this  short  episode  «  e  learn  some  facts  which  tend 
to  throw, light  on  the  history  of  tlni  times.  It  apjiears  that,  when  Swaran 
invaded  Ireland,  he  was  only  opposed  by  the  Cael,  who  possessed  Ulster, 
and  the  north  of  thatislaitd.  Calmar,  the  son  of  Ma. ha,  whose  gallant 
behaviour  and  death  are  related  in  the  third  book  of  Fingal,  was  the  only 
chief  of  the  race  of  the  Fir-boh;,  that  joined  the  Cael,  or  Irish  Caledonians, 
durnig  the  invasion  of  Swaran.  The  indecent  joy,  which  Boibar-duthul 
expressed,  upon  the  death  of  Calmar,  is  wcllsuiicd  with  that  spirit  of  re- 
venge, which  subsisted,  uuiversjlly,  in  every  country  where  the  feudal 
system  was  established.  It  would  appear  ih.it  some  person  had  carried  to 
Borbar-duthul  that  weapon,  with  which,  it  was  pretended,  Calmar  ha4 
keen  killed. 
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who  aided  the  race  of  UUin,  from  Lara  of  the  streams. 
Often  did  lie  feel,  with  his  hands,  the  steel  which, 
they  said,  had  pierced  his  foe.  He  felt  it  with  his 
hands,  for  Borhar-duthul's  eyes  had  failed.  Yet  was 
the  king  a  sun  to  his  friends;  a  gale  to  lift  their 
branches  round.  Joy  was  around  him  in  his  halls: 
he  loved  the  sons  of  Bolga.  His  name  remains  in 
Atha,  like  the  awful  memory  of  ghosts,  whose  pre- 
sence was  terrible,  but  they  Jjlew  the  storm  away. 
Now  let  the  voices*  of  Erin  raise  the  soul  of  the 
king ;  he  that  shone  when  war  was  dark,  and  laid  the 
mighty  low.  Fonar,  from  that  grey-browed  rock, 
pour  the  tale  of  other  times:  pour  it  on  wide-skirted 
Erin,  as  it  settles  round." 

"  To  me,"  said  Cathmor,  "  no  song  shall  rise; 
nor  Fonar  sit  on  the  rock  of  Lubar,  The  mighty 
there  are  laid  low.  Disturb  not  their  rushing  ghosts. 
Far,  Malthos,  far  remove  the  sound  of  Erin's  song. 
I  rejoice  not  over  the  foe,  when  he  ceases  to  lift  the 
spear.  .With  morning  we  pour  our  strength  abroad. 
Fingal  is  wakened  on  his  echoing  hill." 

Like  waves,  blown  back  by  sudden  winds,  Erin 
retired,  at  the  voice  of  the  kuig.  Deep-rolled  into 
the  field  of  night,  they  spread  their  humming  tribes. 
Beneath  his  own  tree,  at  intervals,  each  f  bard  sat 

•  The  voices  nf  Ei  i/i,  a  poetical  expression  for  the  bards  of  Ireland. 

+  Not  only  the  kings,  but  every  petty  chief  had  anciently  iheir  bards 
attending  them  in  the  field  j  and  those  bards,  in  proportion  to  the  power 
of  the  chiefs,  who  retained  them,  had  a  number  of  inferior  bards  in  their 
traia.    Upon  soleiwn  occasions,  all  the  bards,  in  the  army'  would  join  ia 
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down  with  his  harp.  They  raised  the  song,  and 
touched  the  string :  each  to  the  chief  he  loved.  Be- 
fore a  burning  oak  Sul-malla  touched,  at  times,  the 
harp.  She  touched  the  harp,  and  heard,  between^ 
the  breezes  in  her  hair.  In  darkness  near,  lay  the 
king  of  Atha,  beneath  an  aged  tree.  The  beam  of 
the  oak  was  turned  from  him;  he  saw  the  maid,  but 
was  not  seen.  His  soul  poured  forth,  in  secret,  when 
he  beheld  her  fearful  eye.  "  But  battle  is  before  thee, 
son  of  Borbar-duthul." 

Amidst  the  harp,  at  intervals,  she  listened  whether 
the  warrior  slept.  Her  soul  was  up ;  she  longed,  in 
secret,  to  pour  her  own  sad  song.  The  field  is  silent. 
On  their  wings,  the  blasts  of  night  retire.  The  bards 


one  chorus;  cilher  wlien  they  celebrated  their  victories,  or  liinented  the 
death  of  a  person,  worthy  and  remi-.vncd,  slain  in  tlie  war.  The  words 
were  of  the  compoiiiion  of  the  arch-bard,  retained  by  (he  king  himself, 
■wlio  generally  attained  to  that  high  olBceon  account  of  his  superior  genius 
for  poetry.  As  the  persons  of  the  bards  were  sacred,  and  the  emoluments 
of  tlieir  office  considerable,  the  order,  in  succeeding  limes,  became  very 
numerous  and  in-olent.  It  would  appear,  that  after  the  introduction  of 
Christianity,  some  served  in  tlie  double  capacity  of  bards  and  clergymen. 
It  was,  from  this  circumstances  thai  th^-y  had  the  name  of  Chlere,  which 
is,  probably,  derived  fronv  the  Latin  Clericus.  'Ihe  CA/cf,  be  their  name 
derived  from  what  it  will,  became,  at  last,  a  public  nuisance  ;  for,  taking 
advantage  ot  their  sawed  character,  they  wc-ni  about,  in  great  bodies,  and 
lived,  at  discretion,  in  the  houses  of  the  chiefs  ;  till  another  party  of  the 
same  order,  drove  them  away  by  mere  dint  of  satire.  Some  of  the  inde- 
licate disputes  of  these  worthy  poetical  combatants  are  handed  down,  bjr 
tradition,  and  shew  how  much  the  bards,  at  last,  abused  the  privileges, 
which  the  admiration  of  their  cuuiitrymen  had  conferred  on  ihe  order.  It 
was  this  insolent  behaviour  tliai  induced  clic  chiefs  to  retrench  their  num- 
ber, and  to  take  away  thdSi-  piivilcgcs  wt)i(  h  they  were  no  longer  worthy 
to  enjoy.  1  heir  indolence,  and  Jlsposiliun  to  lampoon,  extinguished  all 
the  poeiical  fi-rvour,  which  dis'.ingu).-.hed  tlicir  piedecessoxiij  and  makes  its 
the  lessrcRiei  ihe  rxtlHcticii  of  Uie  orjer. 
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had  ceased;  and  meteors  came,  red-winding  with 
their  ghosts.  Tlie  sky  grew  dark:  the  forms  of  the 
dead  were  blended  with  the  clouds.  But  heedless 
bends  the  daughter  of  Conmor,  over  the  decay- 
ing flame.  Thou  wert  alone  in  her  soul,  car-borne 
chief  of  Atha.  She  raised  the  voice  of  the  song,  and 
touched  the  harp  betvveen. 

"  Clun-galo*  came;  she  missed  the  Inaid.  Where 
art  thou,  beam  of  light  ?  Hunters,  from  the  mossy 
rock,  saw  ye  the  blue-eyed  fair?  Are  her  steps  on 
grassy  Lunion;  near  the  bed  of  roes?  Ah  me!  I 
behold  her  bow  in  the  hall.  Where  art  thou,  beam 
of  light!" 

"  Cease.t  love  of  Conmor,  cease;  I  hear  thee  not 
on  the  ridgy  heath.  My  eye  is  turned  to  the  king, 
whose  path  is  terrible  in  war.  He  for  wliom  my  soul 
is  up,  in  the  season  of  my  rest.  Deep-bosomed  in 
War  he  stands,  he  beholds  me  not  from  his  cloud. 
Why,  sun  of  Sul-malla,  dost  thou  not  look  forth? 
I  dwell  in  darkness  here;  wide  over  me  flies  the 
shadowy  mist.  Filled  with  dew  are  my  locks:  look 
thou  from  thy  cloud,  O  sun  of  Sul-malla's  soul'." 


•  Clun-galo,  the  wife  of  Conmor,  king  of  Inis-huna,  and  the  mother  of 
Sul-malla  She  is  here  represented,  as  missing  her  daughter,  after  she  had 
lied  with  Cathmor. 

+  Sul-malla  replies  to  the  supposed  questions  of  her  mother.  Towards 
the  midille  of  this  paragraph  she  <aUs  Cathmor  the  siin  of  her  soul,  and  con- 
tinue? the  metaphor  throughout.  This  book  ends,  we  may  suppose,  about 
the  middle  uf  the  third  night,  from  the  opening  of  the  poem. 
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IN  EIGHT  BOOKS. 

BOOK  VII. 


ARGUMENT. 

This  book  becins  about  the  middle  of  the  third  ni<;ht  from  the 
opening  of  the  poem.  The  poet  describes  a  kind  of  mist, 
which  rose,  by  night,  from  tlie  lake  of  Lego,  and  was  tlie 
usual  residence  of  the  souls  of  the  dead,  during  the  interval 
bet\veen  their  decease  and  the  funeral  song.  The  appearance 
of  the  ghost  of  Fillan  above  the  cave  wliere  his  body  lay. 
His  voice  comes  to  Fing-al,  on  the  rock  of  CorniiU.  The  king 
strikes  the  shield  of  Trenmor,  which  was  an  infallible  sign  of 
his  appearing  ui  arms  himseif.  Tlie  extraordinary  effect  of 
the  sound  of  the  shield.  Sulmalla,  starting  from  sleep, 
awakes  Cathmor.  Their  affecting  discourse.  She  insists  with 
him  to  sue  for  peace ;  lie  resolves  to  continue  the  war.  He 
directs  her  to  retire  to  the  neighbouring  valley  of  Lona, 
which  was  the  residence  of  an  old  Druid,  until  the  battle  of 
the  next  day  should  be  over.  He  awakes  his  army  with  the 
sound  of  his  shield.  The  shield  described.  Tonar,  the 
bard,  at  the  desire  of  Cathmor,  relates  tlie  fn-st  settlement 
of  the  Fir-bolg  in  Ireland,  uuder  their  leader  Larthon. 
IMorning  comes.  Sul-malla  retires  to  the  valley  of  Lona. 
A  lyric  song  concludes  the  book. 

From  the  wood-skirted  waters  of  Lego,  ascend,  at 
times,  grey-bosomed  r.ihU ;  when  t!ie  gates  of  th« 
VOL.  n.  T 


274  T  E  M  O  R  A  : 

west  are  closed,  on  the  sun's  eagle-eje.  Wide,  over 
Lara's  stream  is  poured  the  vapour  dark  and  deep: 
tlie  moon,  hke  a  dim  shield,  is  swimming  througli 
its  folds.  With  this,  clothe  the  spirits  of  old  their 
sudden  gestures  on  the  wind,  m  hen  they  stride,  from 
blast  to  blast,  along  the  dusky  night.  Often,  blended 
with  the  gale,  to  some  warrior's  grave,  *  they  roll  the 
nnst,  a  grey  dwelling  to  his  ghost,  until  the  songs 
arise. 

A  sound  came  from  the  desert;  it  was  Conar,  king 
of  Inis-fail.  He  poured  his  mist  on  the  grave  of  Fil- 
lan,  at  blue-winding  Lubar.  Dark  and  mournful  sat 
the  ghost,  in  his  grey  ridge  of  smoke.  The  blast,  at 
times,  rolled  him  together:  but  the  form  returned 
again.  It  returned  with  bending  eyes,  and  dark 
windhig  of  locks  of  mist. 

It  wasf  dark.     The  sleeping  host  were  still,  in  the 

*  As  the  mist,  wliich  rose  from  the  lake  of  Lego,  occasioned  diseases  and 
death,  tlie  bards  feigned  that  it  was  the  residence  of  the  ghosts  of  ilie  de- 
ceased, during  the  interval  between  tlieir  death,  and  tlie  pronouncing  of 
the  funeral  eleijy  over  iheir  tombs;  for  it  was  not  allowable,  without  il. at 
Ceremony  was  performed,  for  the  spirits  of  the  dead  to  mix  with  their  an- 
cestors, in  their  airy  halts.  It  was  the  business  of  the  Sjiirit  of  the  nearest 
relation  to  the  deceased,  to  take  tlie  mist  of  Lego,  and  pour  it  over  tlie 
grave.  We  find  here  Conar,  the  son  of  Trenmor,  the  first  kin;'  of  Ireland, 
performini;  this  office  for  Fillan,  as  it  was  in  the  cause  of  the  family  of  Co- 
uar  th.it  that  hero  was  killed. 

+  The  following  is  the  singular  sentiment  of  a  frigid  bard  : 

"  More  pleasing  to  me  is  the  ni5ht  of  Cona, dark-streaming  from  Ossian's 
harp;  more  pleasant  it  is  to  me,  than  a  white-bosomed  dweller  between 
my  arm' ;  than  a  fair-handed  daughter  of  heroes,  in  the  hour  of  rest." 

Though  tradition  is  not  very  satisfactory  concerning  the  history  of  this 
poet,  it  has  taken  care  o  inform  us,  that  he  was  wry  old  when  lie  wrote 
the  disiich,  a  cucumstance,  which  we  might  have  supposed,  without  the 
»id  of  traditioit. 
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skirts  of  night.  The  flame  decayed,  on  the  hill  of  Fin- 
gal;  the  king  lay  lonely  on  his  shield.  His  eyes  were 
half  closed  in  sleep;  the  voice  of  Fillan  came,  "  Sleeps 
the  husband  of  Clatho?  Dwells  the  father  of  the 
fallen  in  rest?  Am  I  forgot  in  the  folds  of  darkness; 
lonely  in  the  season  of  night  V 

"  Why  dost  thou  mix,"  said  the  king,  "  with  the 
dreams  of  thy  father?  Can  I  forget  thee,  my  son,  or 
thy  path  of  tire  in  the  field?  Not  such  come  the 
deeds  of  the  valiant  on  the  soul  of  Fingal.  They  are 
not  there  a  beam  of  lightning,  which  is  seen,  and 
is  then  no  more.  I  remember  thee,  O  Fillan  !  and 
my  wrath  begins  to  rise." 

The  king  took  his  dcathful  spear,  and  struck  the 
deeply-sounding  shield  :  his  shield  that  hung  high  in 
night,  the  dismal  sign  of  war !  Ghosts  fled  on  every 
side,  and  rolled  their  gathered  forms  on  the  wind. 
Thrice  from  the  winding  vale  arose  the  voice  of  deaths. 
The  harps*  of  the  bards,  untouched,  sound  mournful 
over  the  hill. 

He  struck  again  the  shield;    battles  rose  in  the 

•  It  was  (lie  opinion  of  ancient  times,  llint,  on  the  niglit  iiieccding  the 
death  of  a  person  worthy  and  renowned,  the  harps  of  those  bards,  who 
were  retained  by  his  family,  emitted  melancholy  sounds.  This  was  attri- 
buted to  the  light  touch  nf  ghosts  ;  who  were  supposed  to  have  a  fore- 
knowledge of  events.  The  same  opinion  prevaile^i  long  in  ihe  north,  and 
the  particular  sound  was  called.  /Ae  wtirmiig  voice  of  the  dtad.  The  voice 
cf  death,  mentioned  in  Ihe  preceding  sentence,  was  of  a  different  kind, 
t  ach  person  was  sujjpcsed  to  have  an  attendant  spirit,  who  assumed  his 
form  and  voice,  on  tlie  night  preceding  his  death,  :ind  appeared,  to  som^- 
in  the  attitude,  in  which  the  person  was  to  die.  The  VOICES  01"  DEA1  II 
were  the  lorebuding  shrieks  of  those  spirits. 
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dreams  of  his  host.  Tiie  wide-tunibUng  strife  is 
gleaming  over  their  souls.  Blue-shielded  kings  de- 
scend to  war.  Backward-looking  armies  fly;  and 
mighty  deeds  arc  half  hid,  in  the  bright  gleams  of 
steel. 

But  when  the  third  sound  arose,  deer  started  from 
the  clefts  of  their  rocks.  The  screams  of  fowl  are 
heard,  in  the  desert,  as  each  flew,  frighted  on  his 
blast.  The  sons  of  Selma  half  rose,  antl  half-assumed 
their  spears.  But  silence  rolled  back  on  the  host: 
they  knew  the  shield  of  the  king.  Sleep  returned  to 
their  eyes;  the  field  was  dark  and  still. 

No  sleep  was  thine  in  darkness,  blue-eyed  daughter 
of  Conmor!  Snl-malla  heard  the  dreadful  shield,  and 
rose,  amid  the  night.  Her  steps  are  towards  the  king 
ofAtha.  "  Can  danger  shake  his  daring  soul !"  In 
doubt,  she  stands,  with  bending  eyes.  Heaven  burns 
•with  all  its  stars. 

Again  the  shield  resounds!  She  rushed.  She  stopt. 
Her  voice  half-rose.  It  failed.  She  saw  him,  amidst 
his  arms,  that  gleamed  to  heaven's  fire.  She  saw 
him  dim  in  his  locks,  that  rose  to  nightly  wind. 
Away,  for  fear,  sl;e  turned  her  steps.  "  Why 
should  the  king  of  Erin  awake?  Thou  art  not  a  dream 
to  his  rest,  daughter  of  Inis-huna.'' 

JMore  dreadful  rings  the  shield.  Sul-malla  starts. 
Iler  helmet  falls.  Loud  echoes  Lubar's  rock,  as  over 
it  rolls  the  steel.    Bursting  from  the  dreams  of  uiirlit, 
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Cnllniiov  lialf  rose,  beneath  his  tree.  He  saw  the 
iinm  of  the  maid,  above  him,  on  the  rock.  A  red  star, 
with  twinkling  beam,  looked  thro'  her  floating  hair. 

*'  Who  comes  througii  night  to  Cathmor,  in  the 
season  of  his  dreams?  Bring'st  thou  aught  of  war? 
Who  art  thou,  son  of  night?  Stand'st  thou  before 
me,  a  form  of  the  times  of  old?  A  voice  from 
the  fold  of  a  cloud,  to  warn  me  of  the  danger  of 
Erin  l" 

*'  Nor  lonely  scout  am  I,  nor  voice  from  folded 
cloud,"  she  said;  "  but  I  warn  thee  of  the  danger  of 
Erin.  Dost  thou  hear  that  sound?  It  is  not  the 
fej:'ble,  king  of  Atha,  that  rolls  his  signs  on  night." 

"  Let  the  warrior  roll  his  signs,"  he  replied ;  "  to 
Cathmor  they  are  the  sounds  of  harps.  My  joy  is 
great,  voice  of  night,  and  burns  over  all  my  thoughts. 
This  is  the  music  of  kings,  on  lonely  hills,  by  night ; 
when  they  light  their  daring  souls,  the  sons  of  mighty 
deeds!  The  feeble  dwell  alone,  in  the  valley  of  the 
breeze ;  where  mists  lift  their  morning  skirts,  from 
the  blue-winding  streams." 

"  Not  feeble,  king  of  men,  were  they,  the  fathers 
of  my  race.  They  dwelt  in  the  folds  of  battle,  in 
their  distant  lands.  Yet  delights  not  my  soul,  in  the 
signs  of  death!  He,*  who  never  yields,  ccmes  forth  : 
O  send  the  bard  of  peace !" 


*  ringal  is  said  to  have  never  been  overcome  in  battle.     From  this  pro- 
cee.led  that  title  of  honour  which  is  always  bcstowtd  on  him  in  tradition, 
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Like  a  dropping  rock,  in  the  desert,  stood  Cath-- 
nior  in  his  tears.  Her  voice  camp,  a  breeze,  on  his 
soul,  and  waked  the  memory  of  her  land;  where  she 
dwelt  by  her  peaceful  streams,  before  he  came  to  the 
w  ar  of  Connior. 

"  Daughter  of  strangers,"  he  said  (she  trembling 
turned  away),  "  long  have  I  marked  thee  in  thy  steel, 
young  pine  of  Inis-huna.  But  my  soul,  I  said,  is 
folded  in  a  storm.  Why  should  that  beam  arise,  till 
my  steps  return  in  peace  ?  Have  I  been  pale  in  thy 
presence,  as  thou  bidst  me  to  fear  the  king?  The 
time  of  danger,  O  maid,  is  the  season  of  my  soul ; 
for  then  it  swells,  a  mighty  stream,  and  rolls  me  on 
the  foe." 

"  Beneath  the  moss-covered  rock  of  Loua,  near 
his  own  loud  stream;  grey  in  his  locks  of  age,  dwells 
Clonmal  *  king  of  harps.  Above  him  is  his  echoing 
tree,  and  the  dun-bounding  of  roes.  The  noise  of 
our  strife  reaches  his  ear,  as  he  bends  in  the  thoughts 
of  years.  There  let  thy  rest  be,  Sul-malia,  until  our 
battle  cease.     Until  1  return,  in  my  arms,  from  the 

rion  gal  nn  hii.il\  FINGAI,  OF  VICTORIES.  In  a  jinem,  just  now  in 
my  hands,  which  celebrates  some  of  the  gre.U  actions  of  Arthur  the  famous 
llriiibh  hero,  tliat  appellation  is  often  bestowed  on  him.  The  poem,  from 
the  pbraseolo^v,  appears  to  be  ancient;  and  is,  perhaps,  thougli  tiut  is  not 
mentioned,  a  translation  f.om  the  Welsh  la'n^uage. 

•  Claon-mal,  cmnleci  eye-hro-u-..  Trom  the  retired  life  of  t'.;is  ;)cr  on,  is 
insinuated,  that  he  was  of  the  order  of  the  Oruids  ;  which  st:pi;or-iiioii  is 
not,  at  all,  invalidated  by  the  appellation  of  tJ/ig  of  hiirps,  here  bes'o'.ved 
on  him ;  for  all  agree  that  the  bards  were  of  the  number  of  the  Druids  ori- 
Sin.Ily. 
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skirts  of  llie  evening  mist,  that  rises,  on  Lona,  round 
the  (hvelhnii  of  my  h)ve." 

A  Iii>ht  fell  on  the  soul  of  the  maid  ;  it  rose  kindled 
before  the  king.  She  turned  her  face  to  Cathmor, 
from  amidst  her  waving  locks.  "  Sooner  shall  the 
eagle  of  heaven  be  torn,  from  the  stream  of  his  roar- 
ing wind,  when  he  sees  the  dun  prey,  before  liim,  the 
young  sons  of  the  bounding  roe,  than  thou,  O  Cath- 
mor, be  turned  from  the  strife  of  renown.  Soon  may 
I  see  thee,  warrior,  from  the  skirts  of  the  evening 
mist,  when  it  is  rolled  around  me,  on  Lona  of  the 
streams.  While  yet  thou  art  distant  far,  strike, 
Cathmor,  strike  the  shield,  that  joy  iriay  return  to 
my  darkened  soul,  as  I  lean  on  the  mossy  rock.  But 
if  thou  shouldst  tall,  1  am  in  the  land  of  strangers; 
(>  send  tl;y  voice,  from  thy  cloud,  to  the  maid  of 
Inis-huna!' 

"  Young  branch  of  green-headed  Lumon,  why 
dost  thou  shake  in  the  storm  ?  Often  lias  Cathmor 
returned,  from  darkly-rolling  wars.  The  darts  of 
death  are  but  hail  to  me ;  they  have  often  rattled 
along  my  shield.  I  have  risen  brightened  from  battle, 
like  a  meteor  from  a  stormy  cloud.  Return  not,  fair 
beam,  from  thy  vale,  \^  hen  tlie  roar  of  battle  grow  s. 
Thenmiglit  the  foe  escape,  as  from  my  fathers  of  old. 

"  They  told  to  Son-mor, *  of  Clunar,t,  "ho  was 

*  Son-mor,  tall handsomt  man.     He  was  llie  fjllier  of   EoiLiar-duthuJ, 
chii-t  of  Atha,  anJ  grandfather  to  Caihinor  himself. 
+  C;uaii-cr,  m.m  of  thi  fidd.     'Ihii  thief  «ai  killed  in  battle  by  Cunnac 
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slain  by  Corniac  in  fight.  Three  da  s  darkened  Son- 
nior,  over  his  brother's  fall.  His  spouse  beheld  the 
silent  king,  and  foresaw  his  steps  to  war.  She  pre- 
pared the  bow,  in  secret,  to  attend  her  blue-shielded 
liero.  To  her  dwelt  darkness,  at  Atha  when  he  was 
not  there.  From  their  hundred  streams,  by  night, 
poured  down  the  sons  of  Alnecma.  They  had  heard 
the  shield  of  the  king,  and  their  rage  arose.  In  clang- 
ing arms,  they  moved  along,  towards  Ullin  of  the 
groves.  Son-mor  struck  his  shield,  at  times,  the 
leader  of  the  war. 

*'  Far  behind  followed  Sul-allin,*  over  the  streamy 
bills.  She  was  a  light  on  the  mountain,  when  they 
crossed  the  vale  below.  Her  steps  were  stately  on 
the  vale,  when  they  rose  on  the  mossy  hill.  She 
feared  to  approach  the  king,  who  left  her  in  echoing 
Atha.  But  when  the  roar  of  battle  rose;  when  host 
was  rolled  on  host;  when  Son-inor  burnt,  like  the  fire 
of  heaven  in  clouds,  with  her  spreading  hair  came 
Sul-allin ;  for  she  trembled  for  her  king.  He  stopt 
the  rushing  strife  to  save  the  love  of  heroes.  The  foe 
fled  by  night;  Clunar  slept  without  his  blood;  the 
blood  which  ought  to  be  poured  upon  the  warrior's 
tomb. 

"  Nor  rose  the  rage  of  Son-mor,  but  his  days  were 
ailent  and    dark.     Sul-allin  wandered,   by  her  grey 

Mic-Cona,king  of  Ireland,  the  father  of  Ros-crana,  the  first  wife  of  Firnal. 
'i  he  story  is  alluded  to  in  iome  ancient  poems. 
•  SuU-iliuin, Uautijul  i  the  wife  of  Son-mor. 
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^streams,  with  her  tearful  eyes.  Often  did  she  look, 
on  the  hero,  when  he  was  folded  in  his  thoughts. 
But  she  shrunk  from  his  eyes,  and  turned  her  lone 
steps  away.  Battles  rose,  like  a  tempest,  and  drove 
the  mist  from  his  soul.  He  beheld,  with  joy,  her 
steps  in  the  hall,  and  the  white  rising  of  her  hands  on 
the  harp." 

*  In  his  arms  strode  tlie  chief  of  Atha,  to  where 
his  shield  hung,  high,  in  night:  high  on  a  mossy 
bough,  over  Lubar's  streamy  roar.  Seven  bosses  rose 
on  the  shield;  the  seven  voices  of  the  king,  which  his 
warriors  received,  from  the  wind,  and  marked  over 
all  their  tribes. 

On  each  boss  is  placed  a  star  of  night;  Can-ma- 
tlion  with  beams  unshorn;  Col-derna  rising  from  a 
cloud:  Uloicho  robed  in  mist;  and  the  soft  beam  of 
Cathlin  glittering  on  a  rock.  Smiling,  on  its  own 
blue  wave,  Relduratli  half  sinks  its  western  light.  The 
red  eye  of  Berthin  looks,  thro'  a  grove,  on  the  hun- 
ter, as  he  returns,  by  night,  with  the  spoils  of  the 
bounding  roe.  Wide,  in  the  midst,  arose  the  cloud- 
less beams  of  Ton-thena,  that  star  which  looked,  by 
night,  on  the  course  of  the  sea-tossed  Larthon:   Lar- 

•  To  avoid  mulliplying  notes,  I  shall  ?ive  here  the  sigiiificatiun  of  the 
names  of  the  stjrs,  etisra- eci  on  the  ihicld.  Cean-raathon,  hrciicfthe 
hear.  Co\-deTT\3,  sluri!  and  j/iaip  beam.  V\  o\cha,  niter  of  itigh'.  Calh- 
l;n,  beam  nf  ikc  wave.  Reuldurath,  starofthet-wilight.  iQvM\a,  JSre  rf 
the  hill.  "WmAhi^ni,  meteor  nf  the -w.ives.  These  ei\ino)ogies,  excepting 
Ihatof  Ceanmaihon,  are  rrelty  exact.  Of  it  1  am  not  so  certain  j  for  it  is  not 
very  prolialile,  ih.t  the  Firbol,'  had  distinguished  a  constellation,  so  very 
cariy  as  the  days  of  Laillion,  by  the  nanic  of  ll.e  bear. 
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thon,  the  first  of  Bolga's  race,  who  travelled  on  the 
winds.*  White-bosomed  spread  the  sails  of  the  kiug, 
towards  streamy  Inis-fail;  dun  night  was  rolled  before 
him,  with  its  skirts  of  mist.  Unconstant  blew  the 
winds,  and  rolled  him  from  wave  to  wave.  Then 
rose  the  fiery-haired  Ton-thena,  and  smiled  from  her 
parted  cloud.  Larthon  t  blessed  the  well  known 
beam,  as  it  faint  gleamed  on  the  deep. 

Beneath  the  spear  of  Cathnior,  rose  that  voice 
which  awakes  the  bards.  They  came,  dark-winding, 
from  every  side;  each  with  the  sound  of  his  harp. 
Before  them  rejoiced  the  king,  as  the  traveller,  in  the 
day  of  the  sun ;  when  he  hears,  ilir  rolling  around, 

*  To  travel  on  the  ■u-inds,  a  poetical  expression  for  sailing. 

+  Larlhon  is  compounded  of  Ltar,  sea,  and  thon,  wave.  This  name  wat 
given  lo  the  chief  of  the  first  colony  of  the  lirbol;;,  who  settled  in  Ireland, 
on  account  of  hit  knowledge  in  navigation.  A  part  of  an  old  poem  is  still 
extant,  concerning  this  hero.  It  abounds  \\ith  those  romantic  fables  of 
giants  and  magicians,  which  distinguished  tlie  composiiions  of  ilie  less  an- 
cient bards.  The  descriptions,  contained  in  it,  are  ingenious,  and  propor- 
lionable  to  the  magnitude  of  the  persons  introduced;  bul,  being  unnaluraf 
they  are  insipid  and  tedious.  Had  the  bard  kept  within  tl-.e  bounds  of  ])ro. 
bability,  his  genius  was  far  from  being  contemptible.  'I'he  exordium  of  liis 
poem  is  nol  dp,-.tiiu;e  of  merit ;  but  it  is  the  only  part  of  it,  that  1  think 
vorthy  of  being  presented  to  the  reader. 

"Who  first  sent  the  black  sliip,  through  ccean,  like  a  whale  thro' the 
bursting  of  foam  '  Look,  from  thy  daikness,  on  Cronalh,  Ossian  of  the 
Iiarps  of  old  !  Send  thy  light  on  the  blue-rolling  waters,  tiiat  I  may  behold 
the  king.  1  see  him  daik  r.i  his  own  shell  of  oak  !  sea-tossed  Lartlion,  thy 
toulis  strong.  It  is  careless  as  the  windof  thy  sail.=  j  as  ihe  wave  that  rolls 
by  thy  side.  But  the  silent  green  isle  is  before  thee,  with  i;s  sons,  w  1:« 
are  tall  as  woody  Lunion;  Lumnn  which  sends  from  its  lop,  a  thousand 
streams,  white-wandering  down  its  sides." 

It  may,  perhaps,  be  for  the  credit  of  this  bard,  to  translate  no  more  ef  this 
poem,  for  the  continuation  of  bis  cJesciiptioii  of  the  Irish  giants  betrays  his 
waut  of  judgment. 
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the  murmur  of  mossy  streams;  streams  that  burst,  in 
the  desert,  from  the  rock  of  roes* 

"  Why,"  said  Foiiar,  "  hear  we  the  voice  of  the 
king,  in  the  season  of  his  rest  ?  Were  the  dim  forms 
of  thy  fathers  bending  in  thy  dreams?  Perhaps  they 
stand  on  that  cloud,  and  wait  for  Fonar's  song?  often 
they  come  to  the  fields  where  their  sons  are  to  lift 
the  spear.  Or  shall  our  voice  arise  for  him  who  lifts 
the  spear  no  more ;  he  that  consumed  the  field,  from 
Moma  of  the  groves? 

"  Not  forgot  is  that  cloud  in  war,  bard  of  other 
times.  Pligh  shall  his  tomb  rise,  on  Moi-lena,  the 
dwelling  of  renown.  But,  now,  roll  back  my  soul 
to  the  times  of  my  fathers :  to  the  years  when  first 
they  rose,  on  Inis-huna's  waves.  Nor  alone  pleasant 
to  Cathmor  is  the  remembrance  of  wood-covered 
Lumon.  Lumon  of  the  streams,  the  dwelling  of 
white-bosomed  maids. 

"  Lumon  *  of  the  streams,  thou  risest  on  Fonar's 
soul!  Thy  sun  is  on  thy  side,  on  the  rocks  of  thy 
bending  trees.  The  dun  roe  is  seen  from  thy  furze ; 
the  deer  lifts  his  branchy  head ;  for  he  sees,  at  times, 
thehound,  on  the  half-covered  heath.  Slow,  on  the  vale, 
are  the  steps  of  maids;  the  white-armed  daugiiters  of 
the  bow:  they  lift  their  blue  eyes  to  the  hill,  from 
amidst  their  wandering  locks.    Not  there  is  the  stride' 

*  Lumon  was  a  hill,  in  Inis-huna,  near  the  residence  of  Si!l-m;illa.  Tliii 
episode  has  an  imrasfiiale  coniicclion  with  what  is  said  ut  Lanl.on,  in  Uu 
detci  iplion  oi'  Catlimoi's  shield. 
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of  Larthon,  chief  of  Iiiis-liuna.  He  mounts  the 
wave  on  his  own  dark  oak,  in  Cluba's  ridgy  bay. 
That  oak  whicli  lie  cut  from  Lumon,  to  bound  along 
the  sea.  The  maids  turn  their  eyes  away,  lest  the 
king  should  be  lowly-laid;  for  never  had  they  seen  a 
ship,  dark  rider  of  the  wave! 

"  Now  be  dares  to  call  the  winds,  and  to  mix  with 
the  mist  of  ocean.  Blue  Inis-fail  rose,  in  smoke;  but 
dark-skirted  night  came  down.  The  sons  of  Bolga 
feared.  The  fiery-haired  Ton-thena  rose.  Culbin's 
bay  received  the  ship,  in  the  bosom  of  its  echoing 
woods.  There,  issued  a  stream,  from  Duthuma's 
horrid  cave ;  where  spirits  gleamed,  at  times,  with 
their  half-finished  forms. 

"  Dreams  descended  on  Larthon :  he  saw  seven 
spirits  of  his  fathers.  He  heard  their  half-formed 
words,  and  dimly  beheld  the  times  to  come.  He 
beheld  the  kings  of  Atha,  the  sons  of  future  days. 
They  led  their  hosts,  along  the  field,  like  ridges  of 
mist,  \\hich  winds  pour,  in  autumn,  over  Atha  of 
the  groves. 

"  Larthon  raised  the  hall  of  Samla,*  to  the  music 
of  the  harp.  He  went  forth  to  the  roes  of  Erin,  to 
their  wonted  streams.  Nor  did  he  forget  green- 
headed  Lumon ;  he  often  bounded  over  his  seas,  to 
where  white-handed  Flathalt  looked  from  the  hill  of 

*  famla,  <7/i/anV/(-nj-,  so  called  from  the  vibion  of  Larllion,  concerning 
his  posterity. 
+  Fiaihal,  heavenly,  exjuiiiuh  b(aK:ifu:,    She  w  as  the  wife  of  Larthat. 
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roes.  Lumon  of  the  foamy  streams,  thou  risest 
on  Foiiar's  soul !" 

Morning  pours  from  the  east.  The  misty  heads 
of  the  mountains  rise.  Valleys  shew,  on  every  side, 
the  grey-winding  of  their  streams.  His  host  heard 
the  shield  of  Cathmor:  at  once  they  rose  around;  like 
a  crowded  sea,  when  first  it  feels  the  wings  of  the 
wind.  The  w-aves  know  not  whither  to  roll;  they 
lift  their  troubled  heads. 

Sad  and  slow  retired  Sul-malla  to  Lona  of  the  streams. 
She  went,  and  often  turned;  her  blue  e^es  rolled  in 
tears.  But  w  hen  she  came  to  the  rock,  that  darkly- 
covered  Lona's  vale,  she  looked,  from  her  bursting 
soul,  on  the  king ;  and  sunk,  at  once,  behind. 

Son  of  Alpin,  strike  the  string.  Is  there  aught  of 
joy  in  the  haip  ?  Pour  it  then  on  the  soul  of  Ossiau : 
It  is  folded  in  mist.  I  hear  thee,  O  bard !  in  my 
night.  But  cease  the  lightly-trembling  sound.  Tlie 
joy  of  grief  belongs  to  Ossiau,  amidst  his  dark-brown 
years. 

Green  thorn  of  the  hill  of  ghosts,  that  shakest  thy 
head  to  nightly  w  iuds  !  I  hear  no  sound  in  thee ;  is 
there  no  spirit's  windy  skirt  now  rustling  in  thy 
leaves?  Often  are  the  steps  of  the  dead,  in  the  dark- 
eddying  blasts  ;  w  hen  the  moon,  a  dun  shield,  from 
the  east,  is  rolled  along  the  sky. 

UUin,  Carril,  and  Ryuo,  voices  of  the  dav-s  of 
old!    Let  me  hear  you,  while  yet  it  is  dark,  to  please 
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and  awake  my  soul.  I  hear  you  not,  ye  sons  of  song  j 
in  what  hall  of  the  clouds  is  your  rest?  Do  you  touch 
the  shadowy  harp,  robed  with  morning  mist,  where 
the  rustling  sun  comes  forth  from  his  greeu-headed 
waves  ? 


TEMORA: 

AN   EFI€    FOEM. 

IN  EIGHT  BOOKS. 
BOOK    VIIL 


ARGUMENT. 

The  fourth  morning,  from  the  opening  of  the  poem,  come* 
on.  Fingal,  still  continuing  in  the  place,  to  which  he  had 
retired  on  the  preceding  night,  is  seen,  at  intervals,  through 
the  mist,  which  covered  the  rock  of  Cormul.  The  de- 
scent of  the  king  is  described.  He  orders  Gaul,  Uermid, 
and  Carril  the  bard,  to  go  to  the  valley  of  Cluna,  and 
conduct,  from  thence,  to  the  Caledonian  army,  Ferad- 
artho,  the  son  of  Cairbre,  the  only  person  remaining  of  the 
family  of  Conar,  the  first  king  of  Ireland.  The  king  takes 
the  command  of  the  army,  and  prepares  for  battle. 
Marching  towards  the  enemy,  he  comes  to  the  cave  of  Lu- 
bar,  where  the  body  of  Fillan  lay.  Upon  seeing  hi?  dog 
Bran,  who  lay  at  tlie  entrance  of  the  cave,  his  grief  re- 
turns. Cathmor  arranges  tlie  Irish  army  in  order  of  battle. 
The  appearance  of  that  hero.  The  general  conflict  is  de- 
.scribed.  The  actions  of  Fingal  and  Cathmor.  A  storm. 
The  total  rout  of  the  Firbolg.  Tlie  two  kings  engage,  in  a 
column  of  mist,  on  the  banks  of  Lubar.  Tiieir  attitude  and 
conference  after  the  combat.  The  death  of  Cathmor.  Fin- 
gal resigns  the  spear  of  Trenmor  to  ■  Ossian.  The  cere- 
monies observed  on  that  occasion.  The  spirit  of  Cathmor, 
in  the  mean  time,  appears  to  Sul-malla,  in  the  valley  of 
Lona.  Her  sorrow.  Evening  comes  on.  A  feast  is  pre- 
pared. The  coming  of  Ferad-artho  is  announced  by  the 
songs  of  an  hundied  bards.  The  poem  closes  with  a  speech 
•f  Fingal. 
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As  when  the  wintry  winds  have  seized  the  waves  of 
tJie  mountain-lake,  have  seized  them  in  stormy  night, 
and  cloathed  them  over  with  ice;  white,  to  the  hun- 
tei's  early  eye,  the  billows  still  seem  to  roll.  He 
turns  his  ear  to  the  sound  of  each  unequal  ridge.  But 
each  is  silent,  gleaming,  strewn  with  boughs  and 
tufts  of  grass,  which  shake  and  whistle  to  the  wind, 
over  their  grey  seats  of  frost.  So  silent  shone  to  the 
morning  the  ridges  of  Monen's  host,  as  each  warrior 
looked  up  from  his  helmet  towards  the  hill  of  the 
king;  the  cloud-covered  hill  of  Fujgal,  where  he 
strode,  in  the  folds  of  mist.  At  times  is  the  hero 
seen,  greatly  dim  in  all  his  arms.  From  thought  to 
thought  rolled  the  war,  along  his  mighty  soul. 

Now  is  the  coming  forth  of  the  king.  First  ap- 
peared the  sword  of  Luuo;  the  spear  half  issuing 
from  a  cloud,  the  shield  still  dim  in  mist.    But  whea 

VOL.  ir,  V 
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the  stride  of  the  kiug  came  abroad,  with  all  his  grey, 
dewy  locks  in  the  wind  ;  then  rose  the  shouts  of  his 
host  over  every  moving  tribe.  They  gathered,  gleam- 
ing, round,  with  all  their  echoing  shields.  So  rise 
the  green  seas  round  a  spirit,  that  comes  down  from 
the  squally  wind.  The  traveller  hears  the  sound  afar, 
and  lifts  his  head  over  the  rock.  He  looks  on  the 
troubled  bay,  and  thinks  he  dimly  sees  the  form.  The 
waves  sport,  miwieldy,  round,  with  all  their  backs  of 
foam. 

Far-distant  stood  the  son  of  Momi,  Duthno's  race, 
mid  Cona's  bard.  We  stood  far  distant;  each  beneath 
his  tree.  We  shunned  the  eyes  of  the  king;  we  had 
not  conquered  in  the  field.  A  little  stream  rolled  at 
my  feet :  I  touched  its  light  wave,  with  my  spear.  I 
touched  it  with  my  spear;  nor  there  was  the  soul  of 
Ossian.  It  darkly  rose,  from  thought  to  thought, 
and  sent  abroad  the  sigh. 

"  Son  of  Momi,"  said  the  king,  "  Dermid,  hunter 
of  roes!  why  are  ye  dark,  lilie  two  rocks,  each  with 
its  trickling  waters  ?  No  wrath  gathers  on  Fingal's 
soul,  against  the  chiefs  of  men.  Ye  are  my  strength 
in  battle;  the  kindling  of  my  joy  in  peace.  My 
early  voice  has  been  a  pleasant  gale  to  your  ears, 
when  Fillan  prepared  tlie  bow.  The  son  of  Fingal  is 
not  here,  nor  yet  the  chace  of  the  bounding  roes. 
But  w  hy  should  the  breakers  of  shields  stand,  dark- 
cued,  far  away  V 


AN    EPIC    POEM.  SQ-l 

Tall  they  strode  towards  the  king ;  they  saw  hun 
turned  to  Mora's  wind.  His  tears  came  down,  for 
his  blue-eyed  son,  who  slept  in  the  cave  of  streams. 
But  he  brightened  before  them,  and  spoke  to  the 
broad -shielded  kings. 

"  Crommal,  with  woody  rocks,  and  misty  top, 
the  field  of  winds,  pours  forth,  to  the  sight,  blue 
Lubar's  streamy  roar.  Behind  it  rolls  clear-winding 
Lavath,  in  the  still  vale  of  deer.  A  cave  is  dark  in 
a  rock  ;  above  it  strong-winged  eagles  dwell ;  broad- 
headed  oaks,  before  it,  sound  in  Cluna's  wind. 
Within,  in  his  locks  of  youth,  is  Ferad-artho,*  bluc- 

•  Ferad-artho  was  the-  son  of  Cairbar  Mac-Cormac  king  of  Ireland.  He 
was  (he  only  one  remaining  of  the  race  of  Cunar,  the  son  of  Trenmor,  the 
first  Irish  monarch,  according  to  Ossian.  In  order  to  make  this  passage 
thoroughl3-  understood,  it  may  not  be  improper  to  recapitulate  some  part 
of  what  has  been  said  in  preceding  notes.  Upon  the  death  of  Conar  the 
iim  of  Trenmor,  his  son  Cormac  succeeded  on  the  Irish  throne.  Corma« 
reigned  long.  His  children  were,  Cairbar,  who  succeeded  him,  »nd  Ros- 
crana,  the  lirst  wife  of  Fingal.  Cairbar,  long  before  tlie  death  of  his  fa- 
ther Cormac,  had  taken  to  wife  Bos-gala,  the  daughter  of  Colgar,  one  of 
the  most  powerful  chiefs  in  Connaught,  and  had,  by  her,  Artho,  afterwards 
king  of  Ireland.  Soon  after  Artho  arrived  at  man's  estate,  his  mother 
Pos-gala  died,  and  Cairbar  married  Beltanno,  tlie  daughter  of  Conachar 
of  Ullin,  who  brought  him  a  son,  whom  he  called  Ferad-artho,  i.e.  ti 
ituni  in  the  pLue  of  Artho.  The  occasion  of  iliC  name  was  this:  Artho, 
when  his  brother  was  born,  was  absent,  on  an  expedition,  in  the  soulli  of 
Ireland.  A  false  rejiort  was  brought  to  his  father,  that  he  was  killed. 
Cairbar,  to  use  tlie  words  of  a  poem  on  the  subject,  darkened  for  his  fair- 
haired  son.  He  turned  to  the  youns  beam  of  light,  the  son  oj  Balianno  of 
Cenachar.  Thou  shalt  be,  FeraJ-artho,  he  said,  a  Jiie  before  thy  race. 
Cairbar,  soon  after,  died,  nor  did  Artho  long  survive  him.  Artho  wa» 
succeeded,  in  tlie  Irisli  throne,  by  his  son  Cormac,  who,  in  his  minority, 
was  murdered  by  Cairbar,  the  son  of  Korbar-duthul.  Ferad-artho,  says 
tradition,  was  very  young,  when  the  expedition  of  Fingal,  to  settle  him 
on  the  tlirone  of  Ireland,  happened.  During  the  short  reign  of  young  Cor- 
mac, Ferad-artho  lived  at  the  royal  residence  of  Temora.  Upon  the  mur- 
ierotthe  kiiig,  Combn,  the  bard,  conveyed  Ferad-artho,  privatsly,  to  the 
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eyed  king,  the  son  of  broad-shielded  Cairbar,  from 
UlUn  of  the  roes.  He  listens  to  the  voice  of  Condan, 
as,  grey,  he  bends  in  feeble  light.  He  listens,  for 
his  foes  dwell  in  the  echoing  halls  of  Temora.  He 
comes,  at  times,  abroad,  in  the  skirts  of  mist,  to 
pierce  the  boundhig  roes.  When  the  sun  looks  on 
the  field,  nor  by  the  rock,  nor  stream,  is  he !  He 
shuns  the  race  of  Bolga,  who  dwell  in  his  father's  hall. 
Tell  him,  that  Fingal  lifts  the  spear,  and  that  his 
foes,  perhaps,  may  fail." 

"  Lift  up,  O  Gaul,  the  shield  before  him.  Stretch, 
Dermid,  Temora's  spear.  Be  thy  voice  in  his  ear,  O 
Carril,  with  the  deeds  of  his  fathers.  Lead  him  to 
green  Moi-lena,  to  the  dusky  field  of  ghosts;  for 
there,  I  fall  forward,  in  battle,  in  the  folds  of  war. 
Before  dun-night  descends,  come  to  high  Dunmora's 
top.  Look,  from  the  grey  skirts  of  mist,  on  Lena 
of  the  streams.  If  there  my  standard  shall  float  on 
wind,  over  Lubar's  gleaming  stream,  then  has  not 
Fingal  failed  in  the  last  of  his  fields." 

•ave  of  Cluna,  behinJ  the  mountain  Crommal,  in  Ulster,  where  Ihey  both 
lived  concealed,  during  the  usurpation  of  the  family  of  Atha.  A  late  baid 
^as  delivered  the  whole  liistoi  y,  in  a  poem  just  now  in  my  possession.  It 
lias  little  merit,  if  we  except  the  scene  between  Ferad-artho,  and  the  mes- 
eengersof  fingil,  upon  their  arrival,  in  the  valley  of  Cluna.  After  hear- 
ing of  the  great  aotions  of  Fiiigal,  the  young  prince  proposes  the  following 
questions  concerning  him,  to  Gaul  and  Derinid  :  "  Is  the  king  tall  as  the 
rock  of  my  cave  ?  Is  his  spear  a  fir  of  Cluna  f  Is  he  a  rough-winged  blast 
on  the  mountain,  which  takes  the  green  oak  by  tlie  head,  and  tears  it 
from  iis  hill  !  Glitters  Lubar  within  his  stride,  when  he  sends  his  stately 
steps  along.  Nor  is  he  tall,  said  Gaul,  as  that  rock:  nor  glitler  streams 
within  his  suidet,  but  Uii  sottl  U  a  mi^hi^r  flood,  Uke  the  strength  of  UUia's 
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Such  were  his  words ;  nor  aught  rephed  the  silent, 
striding  kings.  They  looked  side-long,  on  Erin's 
host,  and  darkened,  as  they  went.  Never  before  had 
they  left  the  king,  in  the  midst  of  the  stormy  field. 
Behind  them,  touching  at  times  his  harp,  the  grey- 
haired  Ciirril  moved.  He  foresaw  the  fall  of  the  peo- 
ple, and  mournful  was  the  sound!  It  was  like  a 
breeze  that  comes,  by  fits,  over  Lego's  reedy  lake; 
when  sleep  half  descends  on  the  hunter,  within  his 
mossy  cave. 

"  Why  bends  the  bard  of  Cona,"  said  Fingal, 
♦'  over  his  secret  stream  ?  Is  this  a  time  for  sorrow, 
father  of  low'laid  Oscar?  Be  the  warriors  *  remem- 
bered in  peace;  when  echoing  shields  are  heard  no 
more.  Bend,  then,  in  grietj  over  the  flood,  where 
blows  the  mountain  breeze.     Let  them  pass  on  thy 

*  Malvina  is  supposed  to  speak  the  following  soliloquy: 

"  Malvina  is  like  the  bow  «f  the  shower,  in  the  secret  valley  of  streams; 
it  is  bright,  but  the  drops  of  heaven  are  rolling  on  its  blended  light.  They 
say,  that  I  am  fiir  within  my  locks,  but,  on  my  brightness,  is  the  wander- 
ing of  tears.  Darkness  flies  over  my  soul,  as  the  dusky  wave  of  the  breeze 
along  the  grass  of  Lutha.  Yet  have  not  the  roes  failed  me,  when  I  moved 
between  the  hills.  Pleasant,  beneath  my  white  hand,  arose  the  sound  of 
harps.  What  then,  daughter  of  Luiha,  travels  over  thy  soul,  like  the 
dreary  path  of  a  ghost  along  the  nightly  beam  ?  Should  the  young  warrior 
fall,  in  the  roarof  his  troubled  fields  !  Young  virgins  of  Lutlia  arise,  call 
back  the  wandering  thoughts  of  Malvina.  Awake  the  voice  of  the  harp, 
along  my  echoing  vale.  Then  shall  my  soul  come  foi;-th,  like  a  light  from 
the  gales  of  the  morn,  when  clouds  are  rolled  around  them,  with  their  bro- 
ken sides. 

"  Dweller  of  my  thoughts,  by  night,  whose  form  ascends  in  troubled 
fields,  why  dost  thou  stir  up  my  soul,  thou  far-distant  son  of  the  king?  Ig 
Jhai  the  ship  cf  my  love,  its  dark  course  thro'  the  ridges  of  ocean  i  How 
art  thou  so  sudden,  Oscar,  from  the  heaih  of  shields.'" 

The  rest  of  litis  jjoem  consists  of  a  dialogue  between  yilin  and  Malvini, 
^herein  the  distress  of  tlx  Litter  is  carried  to  the  highest  piith. 
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soul,  the  blue-eyed  dwellers  of  the  tomb.  But  Erin 
rolls  to  war;  wide-tumbling,  rough,  and  dark.  Lift, 
Ossian,  lift  the  shield,     I  am  alone,  my  son !" 

As  comes  the  sudden  voice  of  winds  to  the  becalm- 
ed ship  of  Inis-huna,  and  drives  it  large,  along  the 
deep,  dark  rider  of  the  wave  ;  so  the  voice  of  Fingal 
sent  Ossian,  tall,  along  the  heath.  He  lifted  high 
his  shin-ng  shield,  in  the  dusky  wing  of  war:  like  the 
broad,  blank  moon,  in  the  skirt  of  a  cloud,  before 
the  storms  arise. 

Loud,  from  moss-covered  Mora,  poured  down,  at 
once,  the  broad-winged  war.  Fingal  led  his  people 
forth,  king  of  Morven  of  streams.  On  high  spreads 
llic  eagle's  wing.  His  grey  hair  is  poured  on  his 
shoulders  broad.  In  thunder  are  his  mighty  strides. 
He  often  stood,  and  saw  behind,  the  w  idc-glcaming 
rolling  of  annour.  A  rock  he  seemed,  grey  over  with 
ice,  whose  woods  are  high  in  wind.  Bright  streams 
leap  from  its  head,  and  spread  their  foam  on  blasts. 

Now  he  came  to  Lubar's  cave,  where  Fillan  darkly 
slept.  Bran  still  lay  on  the  broken  shield:  the  eagle- 
wing  is  strewed  by  the  winds.  Bright,  from  w  ithered 
furze,  looked  forth  the  hero's  spear.  Then  ijrief 
stirred  the  soul  of  the  king,  like  whirlwinds  blacken- 
ing on  a  lake.  He  turned  his  sudden  step,  and  lean- 
ed on  his  bending  spear. 

White-breasted  Bran  came  bounding  with  joy  (o 
Ihe  known  path  of  Fingal.     He  came,  and  looked  to- 
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wards  the  cave,  where  the  blue-eyed  hunter  lay,  for 
he  was  wont  to  stride,  ^ith  morning,  to  the  dewy  bed 
of  the  roe.  It  was  then  the  tears  of  the  king  came 
down,  and  all  his  soul  was  dark.  But  as  the  rising 
wind  rolls  away  the  storm  of  rain,  and  haves  the 
white  streams  to  the  sun,  and  high  hills  with  their 
heads  of  grass;  so  the  returning  war  brightened  the 
mind  of  Fingal.  He  bounded,*  on  his  spear,  over 
Lubar,  and  struck  his  echoing  shield.  His  ridgy  liost 
bend  forward,  at  once,  with  all  their  pointed  steel. 

Nor  Erin  heard,  with  fear,  the  sound:   wide  they 
came  rolling  along.     Dark  Malthos,  in  the  wing  of 

*  The  Irish  compositions  concerning  Fingal  invariably  speak  of  liim  as  • 
giant.  Of  these  Hibernian  poems  there  are  now  many  in  my  liands.  From 
the  language,  and  alliKiions  to  the  times  in  which  they  were  writ,  I  should 
fix  the  dale  of  their  comjiosition  in  the  fifteentli  and  sixteenth  centuries. 
Jn  some  passages,  the  poetiy  is  far  from  wanting  merit,  but  the  fable  is 
unnatural,  and  tlie  whole  conduct  of  tlie  pieces  injudicious.  1  shall  give 
one  instance  of  ilie  extravagant  fictions  of  the  Irish  bards,  in  a  poem  which 
they,  most  unjustly,  ascribe  to  Ossian.  The  stoo'  of  it  is  this:  Ireland 
being  threatened  « ith  an  invasion  from  some  part  of  Scandinavia,  Fingal 
sent  Ossian,  Oscar,  and  Ca-olt,  to  watch  the  bay,  in  which,  it  was  ex- 
pected, the  enemy  was  to  land  Oscar,  unluckily,  fell  asleep,  before  the 
Scandinavians  appeared;  and,  great  as  he  was,  says  the  Irish  bard,  lie  had 
one  bad  property,  that  no  less  could  waken  him,  before  his  time,  tlian 
cutting  off  one  of  his  fingers,  or  throwing  a  great  stone  ag.niHSt  his  head  j 
and  it  was  dangerous  to  come  near  him  on  those  occasions,  till  he  had  re- 
covered himself,  and  was  fully  awake.  Ca-olt,  who  was  employed  by 
Ossian  to  waken  his  son,  made  choice  of  throwing  the  stone  against  his 
head,  as  the  leasi  dangerous  expe<lient.  The  stone,  rebounding  from  the 
hero's  head,  sliook,  as  it  rolled  along,  the  hill  for  three  miles  round.  Os- 
car rose  in  rage,  fought  bravely,  and,  singly,  vanquished  a  wing  of  die 
enemy's  array.  Tlius  the  bard  goes  on,  till  Fingal  put  an  end  to  the  war, 
by  the  total  reut  of  the  Scandinavians.  Puerile,  and  e"en  despicalile,  as 
these  ficdons  are,  yet  Keating  and  O'Flaherty  have  no  better  auihoriiy 
than  the  poems  which  contain  tliem,  for  all  that  they  write  concfuiiiij 
Fion  Mac-comnal,  and  the  pretended  militia  of  Iiclar.d. 
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var,  looks  forward  from  shaggy  brows.  Next  rose 
that  beam  of  light  Hidalla;  then  the  side-long-looking 
gloom  of  Maronnan.  Blue-shielded  Clonar  lifts  the 
spear;  Cormar  shakes  his  bushy  locks  on  the  wind. 
Slowly,  from  behind  a  rock,  rose  the  bright  form  of 
Atha.  First  appeared  his  two  pointed  spears,  then 
the  half  of  his  burnished  shield:  like  the  rising  of  a 
nightly  meteor,  over  the  vale  of  ghosts.  But  when 
he  shone  all  abroad:  the  hosts  plunged,  at  once,  into 
strife.  The  gleaming  waves  of  steel  are  poured  on 
either  side. 

As  meet  two  troubled  seas,  with  the  rolling  of  all 
their  waves,  when  they  feel  the  wings  of  contending 
winds,  in  the  rock-sided  firth  of  Lumon;  along  the 
echoing  hills  is  the  dim  course  of  ghosts:  from  the 
blast  fall  the  torn  groves  on  the  deep,  amidst  the 
foamy  path  of  whales.  So  mixed  the  hosts !  Now 
Fingal;  now  Cathmor  came  abroad.  The  dark  tum- 
bling of  death  is  before  them :  the  gleam  of  broken 
steel  is  rolled  on  their  steps,  as,  loud,  the  high- 
bounding  kings  hewed  down  the  ridge  of  shields. 

Maronnan  fell,  by  Fingal,  laid  large  across  a 
stream.  Tlie  waters  gathered  by  his  side,  and  leapt 
grey  over  his  bossy  shield.  Clonar  is  pierced  by 
Cathmor:  nor  yet  lay  the  chief  on  earth.  An  oak 
seized  his  hair  in  his  fall.  His  helmet  rolled  on  the 
groui.d.     By  its  thong,  hung  hi§  broad  shield;  over 
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it  wandered  his  streaming  blood.     Tla-min*   shall 
weep,  in  the  hall,  and  strike  her  heaving  breast. 

Nor  did  Ossian  forget  the  spear,  in  the  wing  of  his 
war.  He  strewed  the  field  with  dead.  Young  Hi- 
dalla  came.  "  Soft  voice  of  streamy  Clonra  !  Why 
dost  thou  lift  the  steel  1  O  that  we  met,  in  the  strife 
of  song,  in  thy  own  rushy  vale !"  Malthos  beheld 
him  low,  and  darkened  as  he  rusheH  along.  On 
either  side  of  a  stream,  we  bend  in  the  erhoing  strife. 
Heaven  comes  roUin"  down:  aronnd  burst  the  voices 


•  TIa-min,  iiiUdiy  soft.  The  loves  of  Cl.viiar  and  Tlamin  were  ren  Jered 
famous  in  the  north,  by  a  fragment  of  a  lyric  poem.  It  is  a  dialogue  be- 
tween Clonar  and  Tlamin.  She  begins  with  a  soliloquy,  which  he  over-r 
hears. 

TLAMIN.  "  Clonar,  son  of  Cnnglas  of  I-mor,  young  hunter  of  dun- 
sided  roes  !  where  art  thou  laid,  amidst  rushes,  beneath  the  passing  wing 
of  the  breeze?  1  behold  thee,  my  love,  in  the  plain  of  thy  own  dark 
streams !  The  clung  thorn  is  rolled  by  the  wind,  and  rustles  along  his 
shield.  Bright  in  his  locks  he  lies:  the  thoughisof  his  dreams  fly,  darken- 
ing, over  his  face.  Thou  Ihinkest  of  the  battles  of  Ossian,  young  son  of 
the  echoing  isle  ! 

"  Half  hid,  in  the  grove,  1  sit  down.  Fly  back,  ye  mists  of  the  hill. 
Wliy  should  ye  hide  her  love  from  the  blue  eyes  of  Tlamin  of  harps  >. 

CLONAR.  "  Asiliespirit,  seen  in  a  dream,  flies  off  from  our  opening 
eyes,  we  think,  we  behold  his  bright  (lath  between  the  rlosing  hills ;  so  fled 
thedaughtcr  of  Clun-gal,  from  the  sight  of  Clonar  of  shields.  Arise  from 
the  gatheiingof  irees;  blue-eyed  Tlamin  arise. 

TLAMIN.  "  I  turn  me  away  from  his  steps.  Why  should  he  know  of 
aiy  love  !  My  white  breast  is  heaving  over  sighs,  as  foam  on  the  dark 
tuurse  of  streams.  Bui  he  passes  away,  in  his  arms  !  Sun  of  Con.:;las,  m,y 
soul  is  sad. 

CLONAR.  "  It  was  the  shield  of  Fingal!  the  voice  of  kings  fioiiiSelma 
of  harps;  My  path  is  towards  green  Krin.  Arise,  fair '.i.;lii,  finm  Ihjf 
shales.  Come  to  ihj  lieid  of  mysjul,  there  is  the  sprt  iding  of  liusis. 
Arise,  on  Clonar'»  troubled  soul,  >oung  daugiitcr  oi  die  blue-shielded 
Clungal,'' 

CliMigal  was  the  chief  of  Jin(;f,  one  of  tl'.e  Hebrides. 
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of  squally  vviuds.  Hills  are  clothed,  at  times,  in  fire. 
Thunder  rolls  in  wreaths  of  mist.  In  darkness  shrunk 
the  foe:  Morven's  warriors  stood  aghast.  Still  I  bent 
over  the  stream,  amidst  my  whistling  locks. 

Then  rose  the  voice  of  Fingal,  and  the  sound  of 
the  flying  foe.  I  saw  the  king,  at  times,  in  light- 
ning, darkly-striding  in  his  might.  I  struck  my 
echoing  shield,  and  hung  forward  on  the  steps  of 
Alnecina :  the  foe  is  rolled  before  me,  like  a  wreath 
of  smoke. 

The  sun  looked  forth  from  his  cloud.  The  hundred 
streams  of  INIoi-lena  shone.  Slow  rose  the  blue  co- 
lumns of  mist,  against  the  gUttering  hill.  "  Where 
are  the  mighty  kings?*  Nor  by  that  stream,  nor 
wood  are  they  !  1  hear  the  clang  of  arms !  Their 
strife  is  in  the  bosom  of  that  mist.  Such  is  the  con- 
tending of  spirits  in  a  nightly  cloud,  wlion  they  strive 
for  the  wintry  wings  of  winds,  and  the  rolling  of  tiie 
foam-covered  waves. 

I  rushed  along.    The  grey  mist  rose.   Tall,  gleam- 

*  Finsial  and  Cathnior.  The  conduct  here  is  perhaps  proper.  The  nu- 
merous descriptions  of  single  combats  have  aheady  exhausted  the  subjeci. 
Nothing  new,  nor  adequate  to  our  high  idea  of  the  kings,  can  be  said.  A 
ciluinn  cf  mist  is  llirown  over  tlie  wlH)le,and  the  combat  is  left  to  the  ima- 
gination of  the  reader.  Poets  have  almost  universally  failed  in  their  dc- 
:-criptions  of  this  sort.  Not  all  the  strength  ot  Homer  could  sustain,  with 
dianity,  \he  rniriulut  of  a  single  combat.  The  throwing  of  a  spear,  and  the 
braying  of  a  shield,  as  some  of  our  own  poets  most  elegantly  express  ii,  con- 
vey no  masnificent,  though  they  are  striking  ideas.  Our  imagination 
stretches  beyond,  and  consequently,  despises,  the  description.  It  were, 
therefore,  well,  for  some  poets,  in  my  opinion,  (though  it  is,  perhaps, 
somewhat  sinjjularj  to  have,  sometime.-.,  thrown  i/iiit  over  Iheir  siiigl* 
eombais. 
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lug,  tliey  stood  at  Lubar.  Cathmor  leaned  against  a 
rock.  His  half-fallen  shield  received  the  stream,  that 
leapt  from  the  moss  above.  Towards  him  is  the 
stride  of  Fingal :  he  saw  the  hero's  blood.  His  sword 
fell  slow  ly  to  his  side.  He  spoke,  amidst  his  darken- 
ing joy- 

"  Yields  the  race  of  Borbar-duthul  ?  Or  still  docs 
he  lift  the  spear?  Not  unheard  is  thy  name,  at  Atlia, 
in  the  green  dwelling  of  strangers.  It  has  come,  like 
the  breeze  of  his  desert,  to  the  ear  of  Fingal.  Come 
to  my  hill  of  feasts :  the  mighty  fail,  at  times.  No 
fire  am  I  to  low -laid  foes!  I  rejoice  not  over  the  fall 
of  the  brave.  To  close*  the  womid  is  mine:  I  have 
known  the  herbs  of  the  hills.  I  seized  their  fair 
lieads,  on  high,  as  they  waved  by  their  secret 
streams.  Thou  art  dark  and  silent,  king  of  Atha  of 
strangers!" 

".  By  Atha  of  the  stream,"  he  said,  "  there  rises  a 
mossy  rock.  On  its  head  is  the  wandering  of  boughs, 
within  the  course  of  winds.  Dark,  in  its  face,  is  a 
cave,  with  its  own  loud  rill.  There  have  I  heard  the 
tread  of  strangers,t  when  they  passed  to  my  hall  of 

*  Fing.Tl  is  very  much  celebrated,  in  tradition,  for  his  knowledge  in  tlia 
viitues  of  l\erbs.  The  Irish  iioems,  concerning  liim,  often  represent  him 
curing  the  wounds  which  his  chiefs  rtceived  in  battle.  Tliey  fabh  con- 
cernin;  him,  that  he  was  in  possession  of  a  cup,  containing  tlie  essence  of 
I'.erbs,  which  instantaneously  healed  wounds.  Tlie  knowledge  of  curing 
tlie  wounded,  was,  till  of  late,  universal  imong  the  Highlanders.  We 
hear  of  no  other  disorder,  which  required  the  skill  of  physic.  1  he  whole- 
someness  of  the  climate,  and  an  active  life,  siient  in  hunting,  excluded 
diseases. 

+  Caihmor  reflects,  with  pleasure,  even  in  his  last  moments,  on  the  re- 
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shells.     Joy  rose,  like  a  flame,  on  my  soul:  I  blest 

the  echoing  rock.   Here  be  my  dwelling,  in  darkness; 

in  my  grassy  vale.     From    this  I   shall  mount  the 

breeze,   that   pursues   my    thistle's    beard;   or   look 

down,  on  blue-winding   Atha,   from  its   wandering 

mist." 

"  Why  speaks  the  king  of  the  tomb  1  Ossian !  the 
V  arrior  has  failed !  Joy  meet  thy  soul,  like  a  stream, 
Cathmor,  friend  of  strangers !  My  son,  I  hear  the 
call  of  years ;  they  take  my  spear  as  they  pass  along. 
Why  dees  not  Fingal,  they  seem  to  say,  rest  within 
his  hall  ]  Dost  thou  always  delight  in  blood  1  In 
the  tears  of  the  sad?  No:  ye  dark-rolling  years, 
Fingal  delights  not  in  blood.  Tears  are  wintry 
streams  that  waste  away  my  soul.  But,  when  I  lie 
down  to  rest,  then  comes  the  mighty  voice  of  war. 
It  awakes  me,  in  my  hall,  and  calls  forth  all  my 
steel.  It  shall  call  it  forth  no  more;  Ossian,  take 
thou  thy  father's  spear.  Lift  it,  in  battle,  when  the 
proud  arise. 

"  My  fathers,  Ossian,  trace  my  steps ;  ray  deeds 
are  pleasant  to  their  eyes.     Wherever  I  come  forth 

lief  lie  had  afforded  to  sirangers.  The  very  tread  of  their  feet  was  plea- 
sant in  liis  ear.  His  hospitality  was  not  passed  unnoticed  by  the  bards; 
for,  with  ihem,  it  becjmo  a  proverb,  when  they  described  the  hospitable 
tlisposition  of  a  hero,  thiit  he  was  like  Cathmor  of  Atha,  the  friend  nj  stran- 
gei...  It  will  aeera  strange,  that,  in  all  the  Irish  poems,  there  is  no  men- 
tion made  of  Cathmor.  This  must  be  attributed  lo  the  revolutions  and  d(j- 
mestic  contusions  which  happened  in  that  island,  and  utterly  cut  ofi'  all  the 
real  iradiiioiis  concerning  so  ancient  a  period.  All  that  we  have  related 
of  ihe  state  of  Irelanil  before  the  lifih  century  is  of  late  invention,  and  the 
work  uf  lU-infoimed  senadiies  and  injudigiyuj  bafds. 
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to  battle,  on  my  field,  are  their  columns  of  mist. 
But  mine  arm  rescued  the  feeble ;  the  haughty  found 
Iny  rage  was  fire.  Never  over  the  fallen  did  mine 
eye  rejoice.  For  this,*  my  fathers  shall  meet  me,  at 
the  gates  of  their  aii^  halls,  tall,  with  robes  of  light, 
with  mildly-kindled  eyes.  But,  to  the  proud  in  arms, 
they  are  darkened  moons  in  heaven,  which  send  the 
lire  of  night  red-wandering  over  their  face. 

"  Father  of  heroes,  Trenmor,  dweller  of  eddying 
winds  !  I  give  thy  spear  to  Ossian,  let  thine  eye  re- 
joice. Thee  have  I  seen,  at  times,  bright  from  be- 
tween thy  clouds ;  so  appear  to  my  son,  when  he  ia 
to  lift  the  spear:  then  shall  he  remember  thy  mighty 
deeds,  though  thou  art  now  but  a  blast." 

He  gave  the  spear  to  my  hand,  and  raised,  at 
once,  a  stone  on  high,  to  speak  to  future  times,  with 
its  grey  head  of  moss.  Beneath  he  placed  a  sword  f 
in  earth,  and  one  bright  boss  from  his  shield.     Dark 

*  The  Celtic  nations  Viad  some  if!ea  of  rewards,  and  perhaps  of  punish- 
ments, after  death.  Those  who  behaved,  irt  life,  with  bravery  and  virtue, 
were  leceived,  with  joy,  to  ilie  airy  halls  of  their  fathers;  but  the  dark  in 
tout,  to  use  the  expression  of  the  poet,  were  spurned  away^ro/n  thehahi- 
talion  nf  heroes,,  to -wander  on  all  the -uincis.  .A notlier  opinion  wliich  pre- 
vailed in  those  times,  tended  not  a  little  to  make  individuals  emulous  to 
excel  one  another  in  martial  atchieveinents.  It  was  thought,  that,  in  the 
hall  nf  clouJi,  every  one  had  a  seat,  raised  above  others,  in  proportion  a» 
he  excelled  them,  in  valour,  when  he  lived. 

+  There  are  some  stones  still  to  be  seen  in  the  north,  whicli  were  erected 
as  memorials  of  some  remarkable  transactions  between  tlie  unci-,  nt  chiefs. 
There  are  generally  found,  beneath  them,  some  pieces  of  arms,  and  a  bit 
of  half-burnt  wood.  The  cause  of  placing  the  last  there  is  not  meutioaei 
ia  tradition. 
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in  thought,  a-while,  lie  bends :  his  words,  at  length) 

tame  forth. 

"  When  thou,  O  stone,  shall  moulder  down,  and 
lose  thee,  in  the  moss  of  years,  then  shall  the  travel- 
ler come,  and  whistling  pass  away.  Thou  know'st 
not,  feeble  man,  that  fame  once  shone  on  Moi-lena. 
Here  Fingal  resigned  his  spear,  after  the  last  of  his 
fields.  Pass  away,  thou  empty  shade!  in  thy  voic« 
there  is  no  renown.  Thou  dwellest  by  some  peaceful 
stream ;  yet  a  few  years,  and  thou  art  gone.  No  one 
remembers  thee,  thou  dweller  of  thick  mist !  But 
Fingal  shall  be  clothed  with  fame,  a  beam  of  light  to 
other  times ;  for  he  went  forth,  in  echoing  steel,  to 
save  the  weak  in  arms." 

Brightening,  in  his  fame,  the  king  strode  to  Lubar*s 
sounding  oak,  where  it  bent  from  its  rock,  over  th« 
bright  tumbling  stream.  Beneath  it  is  a  narrow  plain, 
and  the  sound  of  the  fount  of  the  rock.  Here  the 
standard  *  of  Morven  poured  its  wreaths  on  the 
wind,  to  mark  the  way  of  Ferad-artho,  from  his  se- 
cret vale.  Bright,  from  his  parted  west,  the  sun  of 
heaven  looked  abroad.  The  hero  saw  his  people, 
and  heard  their  shouts  of  joy.  In  broken  ridges 
round,   they  glittered  to  the  beam.     The  king  re- 

•  The  erecting  of  his  standard  on  the  bank  of  tub  ar,  was  the  signal  which 
Fingal,  in  the  beginning  of  the  book,  promised  to  give  to  the  chiefs,  who 
went  to  conduct  Ferad-artho  to  the  army,  should  he  himself  prevail  in 
battle.  This  standard  here  is  called,  the  snn-beam.  The  reason  of  ihis  aji- 
VeJlation,  1  gave  in  my  vxilti  on  the  poem  inliUe J  riiigil 
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joiced,  as  a  hunter  in  his  own  green  vale,  wlien,  af- 
ter the  storm  is  rolled  away,  he  sees  the  gleaming 
sides  of  the  rocks.  The  green  thorn  shakes  its  head 
in  their  face;  from  their  top  look  forward  the  roes. 
Grey,*  at  his  mossy  cave,  is  bent  the  aged  form  of 
Clonmal.  The  eyes  of  the  bard  had  failed.  He 
leaned  forward,  on  his  staff.  Bright  in  her  locks,  be- 
fore him,  Sul-malla  listened  to  the  tale;  the  tale  of 
the  kings  of  Atha,  in  the  days  of  old.  The  noise  of 
battle  had  ceased  in  his  ear :  he  stopt,  and  raised  the 
secret  sigh.  The  spirits  of  tlie  dead,  they  said,  often 
lightened  along  his  soul.  He  saw  the  king  of  Atha 
low,  beneath  his  bending  tree. 

"  Why  art  thou  dark  1"  said  the  maid.  "  The 
strife  of  arms  is  past.  Soon  f  shall  he  come  to  thy 
cave,  over  thy  winding  streams.  The  sun  looks  from 
the  rocks  of  the  west.     The  mists  of  the  lake  arise. 

"  Grey,  they  spread  on  that  hill,  the  rushy  dwelling 
of  roes.  From  the  mist  shall  my  king  appear!  Be- 
hold, he  comes  in  his  arms.  Come  to  the  cave  of 
Clonmal,  O  my  best  beloved!" 

It  was  tlie  spirit  of  Cathmor,  stalking,  large, 
a  gleaming  form.     He  sunk  by  the  hollow  stream, 

*  The  scene  is  changed  to  tlie  valley  of  Lon:i,  whitlier  Sul-malla  had  been 
sent,  by  Cathmor,  before  the  battle.  Clonmal,  an  aged  bard,  or  rather 
druid,  as  he  seems  here  to  be  endued  wi.h  a  prescience  of  events,  had 
long  dwelt  th.'re  in  a  cave.  This  scene  is  calculated  to  dirov^  a  melancholy 
gloom  over  the  mind. 

+  Cathmor  had  promised,  in  the  seventh  book,  to  come  to  the  cave  of 
Cloumal,  after  the  battle  was  over. 
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that  roared  between  the  hills.  "  It  was  but  th6  hUn* 
ter,"  she  said,  "  who  searches  for  the  bed  of  the  roe. 
His  steps  are  not  forth  to  war;  his  spouse  expects 
him  with  night.  He  shall,  whistling,  return  witli  the 
spoils  of  the  dark-brown  hinds."  Her  eyes  were 
turned  to  the  hill :  again  the  stately  form  came  down* 
She  rose  in  the  midst  of  joy.  He  retired  again  in 
mist.  Gradual  vanish  his  limbs  of  smoke,  and  mix 
with  the  mountain  wind.  Then  she  knew  that  he 
fell !  "  King  of  Erin  art  thou  low !"  Let  Ossian 
forget  her  grief;  it  wastes  the  soul  of  age.* 

Evening  came  down  on  Moi-lena.  Grey  rolled  the 
streams  of  the  land.  Loud  came  forth  the  voice  of 
Fingal:  the  beam  of  oaks  arose.  The  people  gathered 

*  Tradition  relates,  that  Ossian,  the  next  day  after  the  decisive  battle 
between  Fingal  and  Caihmor,  went  to  find  outSul-malla,  in  the  valley  of 
Lona.     His  address  to  her  follows: 

"  Awale,  thou  daughter  of  Conmor,  from  the  fern-skirted  cavern  of 
Lona.  Awake,  thou  sun-beam  in  deserts  ^  warriors  one  day  must  fail. 
They  move  forth,  like  terrible  iigiits;  but,  often,  their  cloud  is  near.  Go 
to  the  valley  of  streams,  to  the  wandering  of  herds,  on  Lumon ;  there 
dwells,  in  his  l.izy  mist,  the  man  ot  many  days.  But  he  is  unknown,  Sul- 
malla,  like  the  tliistle  of  tire  rocks  of  roes;  itsliakesits  grey  beard,  in  the 
wind,  and  falls,  unseen  of  our  eyes.  Not  sucli  are  the  kings  of  men,  their 
departure  is  a  meteor  of  fire,  which  pours  its  red  course  from  the  desert, 
over  the  bosum  of  night. 

"  lie  is  mixed  with  the  warriors  of  old,  those  fires  that  have  hid  their 
h?ads.  At  times  shall  ihey  com;;  forth  in  song.  Not  forgot  has  the  warrior 
f.iiled.  Hehas  notseen,  Sul-malla,  the  fall  of  a  beam  of  his  own:  no 
fair-haired  son,  in  his  blood,  young  troubler  of  the  field.  I  am  lonely, 
young  brancli  of  Lumon,  1  may  hear  the  voice  of  the  feeble,  when  my 
strength  shall  have  failed  in  years,  for  young  Oscat  liai  ceased,  on  hij 
field.""-*  *  *  * 

Sulmallareturned  to  her  own  country.  She  makes  a  considerable  figure 
in  another  poem  ;  her  behaviour  in  that  piece  accoun's  for  that  partial  re- 
gard with  which  the  poet  ought  to  speak  of  her  throughout  Ttmora. 
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round  with  gladness ;  with  gladness  blended  w  ith 
shades.  They  sidelong  looked  to  the  king,  and  beheld 
his  uiitinished  joy.  Pleasant,  from  the  way  of  the 
desert,  the  voice  of  music  came.  It  seemed,  at  first, 
the  noise  of  a  stream,  far  distant  on  its  rocks.  Slow 
it  rolled  along  the  hill,  like  the  ruffled  wing  of  a 
breeze,  when  it  takes  the  tufted  beard  of  the  rocks, 
in  the  still  season  of  night.  It  was  the  voice  of  Cou- 
dan,  mixed  with  Carril's  trembling  harp.  They  came, 
with  blue-eyed  Ferad-artho,  to  Mora  of  the  stieams. 
Sudden  bursts  the  song  from  our  bards,  on  Lena  : 
the  host  struck  their  shields  midst  the  sound.  Glad- 
ness rose  brightening  on  the  king,  like  the  beam  of  a 
cloudy  day,  when  it  rises,  on  the  green  hill,  before 
the  roar  of  winds.  He  struck  the  bossy  shield  of 
kings  ;  at  once  they  cease  around.  The  people  lean 
forward,  from  their  spears,  towards  the  voice  of  their 
land.* 

•  Before  1  6nish  my  notes,  it  may  not  be  altogether  improper  to  obviate 
an  objection,  which  may  be  made  to  the  credibility  of  the  story  of  Temora. 
It  may  be  asked,  wliether  it  is  probable,  that  Fingal  could  perform  such  ac- 
tions as  are  ascribed  to  him  in  this  book,  at  an  age  when  his  grandson,  Os- 
car, had  acquired  so  much  reputation  in  arms.  To  this  it  may  be  answer- 
ed, that  Finga!  was  but  very  young  [book  4th]  when  he  took  to  wife  Ros- 
crana,  who  soon  after  became  the  mollier  of  Ossian.  Ossian  was  also  ex- 
tremely youn?  when  he  married  Ever-allin,  tlie  mother  of  Oscar.  Tradi- 
tion relates,  tliat  Fingal  was  but  eighteen  years  old  at  the  birihof  his  son 
Ossian;  and  that  Ossian  was  much  about  ilie  same  age,  when  Oscar,  his 
son,  was  born.  Oscar,  perhaps,  might  be  about  twenty,  when  he  was  killed 
in  the  battle  of  Gabhra,  [book  1st]  so  the  age  of  Fingal,  when  the  decisive 
battle  was  fi.ught  between  him  and  Cathmor,  was  just  fifty-six  years.  In 
those  times  of  activity  and  health,  the  natural  strength  and  vigour  of  a 
man  was  liille  abated,  at  such  an  age  ;  so  that  there  is  notliing  improbable 
ia  the  actions  of  Fingal,  as  related  in  this  book. 

VOL.  II.  X 
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"  Sons  of  Morven,  spread  the  feast;  send  the  night 
away  in  song.  Ye  have  shone  around  me,  and  the 
dark  storm  is  past.  My  people  are  the  windy  rocks, 
from  which  I  spread  my  eagle  wings,  when  I  rush 
forth  to  renown,  and  seize  it  on  its  field.  Ossian, 
thou  hast  the  spear  of  Fingal :  it  is  not  the  staft"  of  a 
boy  with  which  he  strews  the  thistle  round,  young 
wanderer  of  the  field.  No:  it  is  the  lance  of  the 
mighty,  with  which  tiiey  stretched  forth  their  hands 
to  death.  Look  to  thy  fathers,  my  son;  they  are  aw- 
ful beams.  With  morning  lead  Ferad-artho  forth  fo 
the  echoing  halls  of  Temora.  Remind  him  of  the 
kings  of  Erin;  the  stately  forms  of  old.  1-et  not  the 
fallen  be  forgot,  they  were  mighty  in  the  field.  Let 
Carril  pour  his  song,  that  the  kings  may  rejoice  in 
their  mist.  To-morrow  I  spread  my  sails  to  Sehna's 
shaded  walls:  where  streamy  Diithula  winds  throujfU 
the  seats  of  roe5." 


CONLATH  AND  CUTHONA 

A    POEM. 


ARGUMENT. 

Coiilatli  was  tlte  youiiirest  of  Morni's  sons,  and  bjother  to  the 
celebrated  Ganl.  He  was  in  love  with  Ciithona  the  daugh- 
ter of  Riiniar,  when  Toscar  the  son  of  Kinfena,  accompanied 
by  Fercutli,  his  fiienil,  aii ived  tVoni  Ireland,  at  Mora,  where 
Conlath  dwelt.  He  was  hospitably  received,  and,  according 
to  the  cnstoni  of  the  times,  feasted  three  days  with  Coniatli. 
On  the  foiutli  he  set  sail,  and  coasting  the  island  oficaves, 
one  of  the  Hebrides,  he  saw  Cuthona  lumting,  fell  in  love 
with  her,  and  carried  her  away,  by  force,  in  his  ship.  He 
was  forced,  by  stress  of  weather,  into  I-tliona,  a  desert  isle. 
In  tlie  mean  time  Conlath,  hearing  of  the  rape,  sailed  after 
him,  and  found  him  on  the  point  of  sailing  for  the  coast  of 
Ireland.  They  fought ;  and  they  and  their  follawers  fell  by 
mutual  wounds.  Cuthona  did  not  long  survive  ;  for  she  died 
of  grief  the  third  day  after.  Fingal,  hearing  of  their  unfor- 
tunate death,  sent  Stormal  the  son  of  Moran  to  bury  them, 
but  forgot  to  send  a  bard  to  sing  the  funeral  song  o^  er  their 
tombs.  The  ghost  of  Conlath  comes,  long  after,  to  Ossian, 
to  intreat  him  to  transmit  to  posterity,  his  and  Cutliona's 
fame.  For  it  was  the  opinion  of  the  times,  that  tiie  soids 
of  tlie  deceased  were  not  happy,  till  tlieir  elegies  were  com- 
posed by  a  bard. 

Dm  not  Ossian  hear  a  voice?  or  is  it  the  sound  of 
da\s  that  are  no  more?     Otten  does  the  nieniorv  of 
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former  times  come,  like  the  evening  sun,  on  my  soul. 
The  noise  of  the  chace  is  renewed.  In  thought,  I 
lift  the  spear.  But  Ossian  did  hear  a  voice!  Who 
art  thou,  son  of  night?  The  children  of  the  feeble 
are  asleep.  The  midnight  wind  is  in  my  hall.  Per- 
haps it  is  the  shield  of  Fingal  that  echoes  to  the  blast. 
It  hangs  in  Ossian's  hall.  He  feels  it  sometimes  with 
hb  hands.  Yes!  I  hear  thee,  my  friend  I  Long  has 
thy  voice  been  absent  from  mine  ear!  What  brings 
thee,  on  thy  cloud,  to  Ossian,  son  of  generous  Mor- 
ni?  Are  the  friends  of  the  aged  near  thee  ?  Where 
is  Oscar,  son  of  fame?  He  was  often  near  thee,  O 
Conlath,  when  the  sound  of  battle  arose. 

GHOST  OF  CONLATH. 

Sleeps  the  sweet  voice  of  Cona,  in  the  midst  of 
his  rustling  hall?  Sleeps  Ossian  in  his  hall,  and  his 
friends  without  their  fame?  The  sea  rolls  round 
dark  I-thona.*  Our  tombs  are  not  seen  in  our  isle. 
How  long  shall  our  fame  be  unheard,  son  of  resound- 
i«g  Sehna  ? 

OSSIAN. 

O  that  mine  eves  could  beliokl  thee!  Thou 
sittest,  dim,  on  tliy  cloud!  Art  thou  like  the  mist 
ofLano?  An  halt-extinguished  meteor  of  fire?  Of 
»hat  are  the  skirts  of  thy  robe?  Of  what  is  thine 
airy  bow?     He  is  gone  on  his  blast  like  the  shade  of 

*  Jliioaa.  is'mid  cf  u/.r^i-.  one  ol  li.e  uiuBkubnc <i  western  istes. 
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a  wandering  cloud.  Come  from  thy  wall,  O  harp! 
Let  me  hear  thy  sound.  Let  the  light  of  memory 
rise  on  I-thona.  Let  me  behold  again  my  friends ! 
And  Ossian  does  behold  his  friends,  on  the  dark-blue 
isle.  The  cave  of  Thona  appears,  with  its  mossy 
rocks  and  bending  trees.  A  stream  roars  at  its  mouth. 
Toscar  bends  over  its  course.  Fercuth  is  sad  by  his 
side.  Cuthona  *  sits  at  a  distance,  and  weeps.  Does 
the  wind  of  the  waves  deceive  me?  Or  do  I  hear 
them  speak  ? 

TOSCAR. 
The  night  was  stormy.  From  their  hills  the 
groaning  oaks  came  down.  The  sea  darkly-tumbled 
beneath  the  blast.  The  roaring  waves  climbed 
against  our  rocks.  The  lightning  came  often  and 
shewed  the  blasted  fern.  Fercuth!  I  saw  the  ghost 
who  embroiled  the  night. f  Silent  he  stood,  on  that 
bank.  His  robe  of  mist  tlew  on  the  wind.  I  could 
behold  his  tears.  An  aged  man  he  seemed,  and  full 
of  thought! 

FERCUTH. 

It  was  thy  father,  O  Toscar.     He  foresees  some 
death  among  his  race.     Such  was  his  appearance  oa 

*  Cuthona,  the  daughter  of  Rumar,  whom  Toscar  had  carried  away 
by  force. 

+  U  was  long  thought,  in  the  north  of  Scotland,  thai  storms  were  raised 
by  the  ghosts  of  the  decease^'.  This  notion  is  still  entertained  by  the  vul- 
gar; for  they  think  that  whirlwinds,  and  sudden  squalls  of  wind,  are  occa- 
sioned by  spirits,  who  transport  themselves,  in  that  manner,  from  one 
pl.ite  to  another. 
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Crouila,  before  the  great  jMaromnm  *  fell.  Erin  of 
hills  of  grass!  how  pleasant  are  thy  vales!  Silence 
is  mar  thy  blue  streams.  The  sun  is  on  thy  fields. 
Soft  is  the  sound  of  the  harp  in  Selania.t  Lovely 
the  cry  of  the  hunter  on  Cromla.  But  we  are  in  dark 
I-thona,  surrounded  by  the  storm.  The  billows  lift 
their  white  heads  above  our  rocks.  We  tremble 
amidst  the  night. 

TOSCAR. 

Whither  is  the  soul  of  battle  fled,  Fercuth  with 
locks  of  age  ?  I  have  seen  thee  undaunted  in  dan- 
ger: thine  eyes  burning  with  joy  in  the  fight.  "Whi- 
ther is  the  soul  of  battle  fled?  Our  fathers  never 
feared.  Go:  view  the  settling  sea:  the  stormy 
wind  is  laid.  The  billows  still  tremble  on  the 
deep.  They  seem  to  fear  the  blast.  Go  view  the 
settluig  sea.  Morning  is  grey  on  our  rocks.  The 
sun  will  look  soon  from  his  east;  in  all  his  pride  of 
light!  I  lifted  up  my  sails,  with  joy,  before  the  halle 
of  generous  Conlath.  My  course  was  by  a  desert 
isle:  where  Cuthona  pursued  the  deer.  I  saw  her 
like  that  beam  of  the  sun  that  issues  from  the  cloud. 
Her  hair  was  on  her  heaving  breast.  She,  bendiug 
forward,  drew  the  bow.  Her  white  arm  seemed,  be- 
hind her,  like  the  snow  of  Cromla.  Come  to  my 
soul,    I  said,  huntress  of  the  desert  isle !     But  she 

*  Maronnan  was  the  brollier  of  Toscar. 

+  Selamaili,  biautiful  ta  behold,  llie  name  ot  Toscar's  residence,  on  die 
eoast  of  Ulster,  near  ilie  mouniain  Cromla. 
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wastes  her  time  in  tears.  She  thinks  of  the  generous 
Conlath.  Wiiere  can  I  find  thy  peace,  Cuthona, 
lovely  maid! 

CUTHONA.* 

A  distant  steep  bends  over  the  sea,  with  aged 
trees  and  mossy  rocks.  The  billow  rolls  at  its 
feet.  On  its  side  is  the  dwelluig  of  roes.  The 
people  call  it  Mora.  There  the  towers  of  my 
love  arise.  There  Conlath  looks  over  the  sea  for 
his  only  love.  The  daughters  of  the  chace  return- 
ed. He  beheld  their  downcast  eyes.  "  Where 
is  the  daughter  of  Rumar?"  But  they  answered 
not.  My  peace  dwells  on  Mora,  son  of  the  distant 
land! 

TOSCAR. 

Cuthona  shall  return  to  her  peace :  to  the  towers 
of  generous  Conlath.  He  is  the  friend  of  Toscar!  I 
have  feasted  in  his  halls !  Rise,  ye  gentle  breezes  of 
Erin.  Stretch  my  sails  toward  Mora's  shores.  Cu- 
thona shall  rest  on  Mora :  but  the  days  of  Toscar 
must  be  sad.  I  shall  sit  in  ray  cave  in  the  field  of 
the  sun.  The  blast  will  rustle  in  my  trees.  I  shall 
think  it  is  Cuthona's  voice.  But  she  b  distant  far,  iu 
the  halls  of  the  mighty  Conlath  ! 

*  Cu-tliona,  the  moitniful  sounanf  the  ■waves  ;  a  poetical  name  given  her 
im  account  of  her  mourning  to  the  sound  of  the  waves;  her  name  in  tradi- 
tion is  GofSA-\\ijd\,thtblHt-«}eti nuiiii. 
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CUTHONA. 

Ha!  what  cloud  is  that?  It  carries  the  ghosts  of 
my  fathers.  I  see  the  skirts  of  their  robes,  like  grey 
and  vvatry  mist.  When  shall  I  fall,  O  Rumar?  Sad 
Cuthona  foresees  her  death.  Will  not  Conlath  be- 
hold me,  before  I  enter  the  narrow  house]  * 

OSSIAN. 

He  shall  behold  thee,  O  maid.  He  comes  along 
the  heaving  sea.  The  death  of  Toscar  is  dark  on  his 
spear.  A  wound  is  in  his  side !  He  is  pale  at  the 
cave  of  Thona.  He  shews  his  ghastly  wound. 
Where  art  thou  with  thy  tears,  Cuthona !  The  chief 
of  Mora  dies.  The  vision  grows  dim  on  my  mind.  I 
behold  the  chiefs  no  more  !  But,  O  ye  bards  of  fu- 
ture times,  remember  the  fall  of  Conlath  with  tears. 
He  fell  before  his  day.  Sadness  darkened  in  his  hall. 
His  mother  looked  to  his  shield  on  the  wall,  and  it 
was  bloody. t  She  knew  that  her  hero  fell.  Her 
sorrow  was  heard  on  Mora.  Art  thou  pale  on  thy 
rock,  Cuthona,  beside  the  fallen  chiefs?  Night 
comes,  and  day  returas,  but  none  appears  to  raise 
their  tomb.  Thou  frightenest  the  screaming  fowls 
away.  Thy  tears  for  ever  flow.  Thou  art  pale  as  a 
watry  cloud,  that  rises  from  a  lake! 

*  The  grave. 

+  It  was  the  opinion  of  the  times,  that  the  arms  left  by  the  heroes  at 
honje,  became  bloody  the  very  iastant  their  owners  were  killed,  though  »t 
«ver  so  great  a  distance. 
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The  sons  of  green  Selma  came.  They  founil 
Cuthona  cold.  Tliey  raised  a  tomb  over  the  heroes. 
She  rests  at  the  side  of  Conlatli !  Come  not  to  my 
dreams,  O  Conlath!  Thou  hast  received  tliy  fame. 
Be  thy  voice  far  distant  from  my  hall;  that  sleep  may 
descend  at  night.  O  that  I  could  forget  my  friends : 
till  my  foot-steps  should  cease  to  be  seen!  till  I  come 
among  them  with  joy!  and  lay  my  aged  limbs  in  the 
narrow  house  I 


BERRATIION 

A    POEM. 


ARGUMENT. 

Fingal,  in  Iiis  voyage  to  Lochlin,  whither  he  liad  been  invited 
by  Starno,  tlie  fatlier  of  Agandecca,  touclied  at  Benathon, 
an  island  of  Scandinavia,  where  he  was  kinilly  entertained 
by  Lartlunor,  the  petty  king  of  the  place,  who  was  a  vassal 
of  the  supreme  kings  of  Lochlin.  The  hospitality  of  Larth- 
mor  gained  him  Fingal's  friendship,  which  that  hero  mani- 
fested, after  the  imprisonment  of  Larthnior  by  liis  own  son, 
by  sending  Ossian  and  Toscar,  the  father  of  Malvina,  so 
often  mentioned,  to  rescue  Larthmor,  and  to  punish  the  un- 
natural behaviour  of  XJthal.  Uthal  was  handsome,  an(',  by 
the  ladies,  much  admired.  Nina-thoma,  the  beautiful 
daughter  of  Tor-thoma,  a  neighboiu-ing  prince,  fell  in  love 
and  fled  with  him.  He  proved  inconstant ;  for  another  lady, 
whose  name  is  not  mentioned,  gaining  his  aifections,  lie  con- 
fined Nina-tlioma  to  a  desert  island  near  the  coast  of  Berra- 
thon.  She  was  relieved  by  Ossian,  who,  in  company  with 
Toscar,  landing  on  Beri-athon,  defeated  tiie  forces  of  Uthal, 
and  killed  him  in  a  single  combat.  Nina-thoma,  whose 
love  not  all  the  bad  behaviour  of  Uthal  could  erase,  hearing 
of  his  death,  died  of  grief.  In  the  mean  time  Lartli- 
mor  Is  lestored,  and  Ossian  and  Toscar  return  in  triumph  to 
Fingal. 

The  poem  opens  with  an  elegy  on  the  death  of  Malvina, 
the  daughter  of  Toscar,  and  closes  witli  presages  of  Ossian's 
death. 

Bend  thy  blue  course,  O  stream!  round  tlie  nar- 
row plain  ol"  *  Lutlia,     Let  the  green  woods  han<^ 

*  Lulli3,  iwi/i  iJrenm. 
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over  it,  from  their  hills :  the  sun  look  on  it  at  noon. 
The  thistle  is  there  on  its  rock,  and  shakes  its  beard 
to  the  wind.  The  flower  hangs  its  heavy  head,  wavr 
ing,  at  times,  to  the  gale.  •'  Why  dost  thou  awake 
me,  O  gale !"  it  seems  to  say,  "  I  am  covered  with 
the  drops  of  heaven?  The  time  of  my  fading  is  near, 
the  blast  that  shall  scatter  my  leaves.  To-morrow 
shall  the  traveller  come ;  he  that  saw  me  in  my  beauty 
shall  come.  His  eyes  will  search  the  field,  but  they 
will  not  find  me."  So  shall  they  search  in  vain,  for 
the  voice  of  Cona,  after  it  has  failed  in  the  field. 
The  hunter  shall  come  forth  in  the  morning,  and  tlie 
voice  of  my  harp  shall  not  be  heard.  "  Where  is  the 
son  of  car-borne  Fingal?"  The  tear  will  be  on  his 
cheek!  Then  come  thou,  O  Malvina,  with  all  thy 
music,  come!  Lay  Ossian  in  the  plain  of  Lutha:  let 
his  tomb  rise  in  the  lovely  field. 

Malvina!  where  art  thou,  with  thy  songs,  with 
the  soft  sound  of  thy  steps?  Son*  of  Alpm  art  thou 
near?  where  is  the  daughter  of  Toscar?  "  I  passed, 
O  son  of  Fingal,  by  Tor-hitha's  mossy  walls.  The 
smoke  of  the  hall  was  ceased.  Silence  was  among 
the  trees  of  the  hill.  The  voice  of  the  chace  was 
over.  I  saw  the  daughters  of  the  bow.  I  asked 
about  Malvina,  but  they  answered  not.  They  tunied 
their  faces  away:  thin  darkness  covered  their  beauty. 


*  His  father  was  one  of  Fiiijal's  principal  bavds,  aniJ  lie  had  a  poetical 
{enius. 
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Tliey  were  like  stars,  on  a  niiny  hill,  by  night,  each 
looking  faintly  through  the  mist." 

Pleasant*  be  thy  rest,  O  lovely  beam!  soon  hast 
thou  set  on  our  hills!  The  steps  of  thy  departure 
were  stately,  like  the  moon  on  the  blue,  trembling 
wave.  But  thou  hast  left  us  in  darkness,  first  of  the 
maids  of  Lutha!  We  sit,  at  the  rock,  and  there  is  no 
voice;  no  light  but  the  meteor  of  fire!  Soon  hast 
thou  set,  O  Malvina,  daughter  of  generous  Toscar ! 
But  thou  risest  like  the  beam  of  the  east,  among  the 
spirits  of  thy  friends,  vhere  they  sit,  in  their  stormy 
halls,  the  chambers  of  the  thunder  !  A  cloud  hovers 
over  Cona.  Its  blue  curling  sides  are  higli.  The 
Minds  are  beneath  it,  with  their  wings.  Within  it  is 
the  dwelling  f  of  Fingal.  There  the  hero  sits  in  dark- 
ness. His  airy  spear  is  in  his  hand.  His  shield,  half 
covered  with  clouds,  is  like  the  darkened  moon; 
when  one  half  still  remains  in  the  wave,  and  the 
other  looks  sickly  on  the  field  ! 

His  friends  sit  around  the  king,  on  mist!  Tliev 
hear  the  songs  of  Ullin:  he  strikes  the  Imlf-viewless 
harp.  He  raises  the  feeble  voice.  The  lesser  heroes, 
with  a  thousand  meteors,  light  the  airy  hall.     INIul- 

•  Ossian  speaks.  He  calls  Malvina  a  beam  of  light,  and  coniir.ues  tlie 
mi-taphor  thiougtiout  the  paragraph. 

+  The  descripiion  of  this  ideal  palace  of  Fingal  is  agreeable  to  the  no- 
tions of  those  limes,  concerning  the  state  of  the  deceased,  who  were  sup- 
posed to  pursue,  after  death,  the  pleasures  and  emplinments  of  iheir  for- 
mer life.  The  situation  of  the  Celtic  heroes,  in  their  separate  st.ae,  if  not 
entirely  happy,  i*  more  agr,\;able,  tliaii  the  notions  of  the  ancient  Grettks 
•oncerninj  their  departed  heroes. 
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vina  rises,  in  the  midst;  a  blush  is  on  her  cheelc. 
She  beholds  the  unknown  faces  of  her  fathers.  She 
turns  aside  her  humid  eyes.  "  Art  thou  come  so 
soon?"  said  Fingal,  "  daughter  of  generous  Toscar. 
Sadness  dwells  in  the  halls  of  Lutha.  My  aged  son* 
is  sad !  I  hear  the  breeze  of  Cona,  that  was  wont  to 
lift  thy  heavy  locks.  It  comes  to  the  hall,  but  thou 
art  not  there.  Its  voice  is  mournful  among  the  arms 
of  thy  fathers!  Go,  with  thy  rustling  wing,  O  breeze! 
sigh  on  Malvina's  tomb.  It  rises  yonder  beneath  tlie 
rock,  at  the  blue  stream  of  Lutha.  Tlie  maids f  are 
departed  to  their  place.  Thou  alone,  O  breeze, 
inouniest  there!" 

But  who  comes  from  the  dusky  west,  supported 
on  a  cloud?  A  smile  is  on  his  grey,  watry  face.  His 
locks  of  mist  fly  on  wind.  He  bends  forward  on  his 
airy  spear.  It  is  thy  father,  Malvina !  "  Why  shin- 
est  thou,  so  soon,  on  our  clouds,"  he  says,  "  O 
lovely  light  of  Lutha !  But  thou  wert  sad,  my 
daughter.  Thy  friends  had  passed  away.  The  sons 
of  little  I  men  were  in  the  hall.  None  remained 
of  the  heroes,  but  Ossiau  king  of  spears!" 

And  dost  thou  remember  Ossian,  car-borne  Tos- 


*  Ossian;  wlio  liad  a  great  friendship  for  Malvina,  bolli  nn  atiounlof 
lier  love  for  his  son  Oscar,  and  her  attention  to  himsel*. 

+  That  is,  the  young  virgins  who  sung  the  funeral  elegy  over  her  tomb. 

;  Tradition  is  entirely  silentconcernlnK  what  passed  in  the  north,  irame- 
kiiatoly  after  the  death  of  Finical  and  all  his  heroes;  by  wliicli  it  would  seeiB 
th.it  the  actions  of  their  succeSiors  were  nut  t«  be  compared  to  those  of  ilie 
reauwned  Fin^alians, 
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car,*  soH  of  Conloch  ?  Tlie  battles  of  our  youth  were 
many.  Our  swords  went  togetlier  to  the  field.  They 
saw  us  coming  like  two  falling  rocks.  The  sons  of 
tlie  stranger  fled.  "  There  come  the  warriors  of 
Cona!"  they  said.  "  Their  steps  are  in  the  paths  of 
the  flying !"  Draw  near,  son  of  Alpin,  to  the  song  of 
the  aged.  The  deeds  of  other  times  are  in  my  soul. 
My  memory  beams  on  the  days  that  are  past.  On 
tlie  days  of  mighty  Toscar,  when  our  path  was  in  the 
deep.  Draw  near,  son  of  Alpin,  to  the  last  sound  of 
the  voice  of  Cona  ! 

The  king  of  Morven  commanded.  I  raised  my 
sails  to  the  wind.  Toscar  chief  of  Lutlia  stood  at  my 
side,  I  rose  on  the  dark-blue  wave.  Our  course  \sa% 
to  sea-surrounded  Berrathon,!  the  isle  of  many  storms. 
There  dwelt,  with  his  locks  of  age,  the  stately 
strength  of  Larthmor.  Larthmor,  who  spread  the 
feast  of  shells  to  FingaJ,  when  he  went  to  Staruo's 
halls,  uj  the  days  of  Agandecca.  But  when  the  chief 
was  old,  the  pride  of  his  son  arose;  the  pride  of  fair- 
haired  Uthal,  the  love  of  a  thousand  maids,  lla 
bound  the  aged  Larthmor,  and  dwelt  in  his  sounding 
halls ! 

Long  pined  the  king  in  his  cave,  beside  his  rolling 
sea.     Day  did  not  come  to  his  dwelling;    nor  the 

*  Toscar  was  llie  son  of  that  Conlocli,  who  was  also  father  to  the  lady, 
whose  uiiforluuate  death  is  related  in  the  last  episode  of  the  second  bouk 
•f  Fingal. 

+  Barratlion,  a  promunlorj/  In  tin  mi  Jit  ^  waves. 
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burning  oak  by  night.  But  the  wind  of  ocean  wai 
there,  and  the  parting  beam  of  the  moon.  The  red 
star  looked  on  the  king,  when  it  trembled  on  the 
western  wave.  Snitlio  came  to  Selma's  hall :  Snitho 
tlie  friend  of  Larthmor's  youth.  He  told  of  the  king 
of  Berrathon :  the  wrath  of  Fingal  arose.  Thrice  he 
assumed  the  spear,  resolved  to  stretch  his  hand  to 
Uthal.  But  the  memory  *  of  his  deeds  rose  before 
the  king.  He  sent  his  son  and  Toscar.  Our  joy 
was  great  on  the  rolling  sea.  We  often  halt-un- 
sheathed our  swords.  For  never  before  had  we 
fought  alone,  in  battles  of  the  spear. 

Night  came  down  on  the  ocean.  The  winds  de- 
parted on  their  wings.  Cold  and  pale  is  the  moon. 
The  red  stars  lift  their  heads  on  high.  Our  course 
is  slow  along  Ihe  coast  of  Berrathon.  The  white  waves 
tumble  on  the  rocks,  "  What  voice  is  that,"  said 
Toscar,  "  which  comes  between  the  sounds  of  tlie 
waves  I  It  is  soft  but  mournful,  like  the  voice  of  de- 
parted bards.  But  I  behold  a  maid,  t  She  sits  on 
tlie  rock  alone.  Her  head  bends  on  her  arm  of  snow. 
Her  dark  hair  is  in  the  wind.  Hear,  son  of  Fingal, 
her  song,  it  is  smooth  as  the  gliding  stream."  We 
came  to  the  silent  bay,  and  heard  the  maid  of  night. 


*  The  meaning  is,  tliat  Fingal  remembered  liis  own  great  actions,  and 
consequently  would  not  iully  them  by  engaging  in  a  petty  war  against 
L'lhal,  who  was  so  far  his  inferior  in  valour  and  [wwer. 

+  Nina-thoma,  the  daughter  of  Tonhoiaa,  who  had  been  confined  t*  a 
desert  isUnd  by  her  lover  L'tlial. 
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"  How  long  will  ye  roll  around  me,  blue-tumbling 
waters  of  ocean?  My  dwelling  was  not  always  in 
caves,  nor  beneath  the  whistling  tree.  The  feast  was 
spread  in  Tortiioma's  hall.  My  father  delighted  in 
my  voice.  The  youths  beheld  me  in  the  steps  of  my 
loveliness.  They  blessed  the  dark-haired  Nina-tiioma. 
It  was  then  thou  didst  come,  O  Utlial!  like  the  sun 
of  heaven !  The  souls  of  the  virgins  are  thine,  son  of 
generous  Lartlimor!  But  why  dost  thou  leave  me 
alone,  in  the  midst  of  roaring  waters?  Was  my  soul 
dark  with  thy  death  ?  Did  my  white  hand  lift  the 
sword?  Why  then  hast  thou  left  me  alone,  king  of 
high  Fmthormo !"  * 

The  tear  started  from  my  eye,  when  I  heard  the 
voice  of  the  maid.  I  stood  before  her  in  my  arms. 
I  spoke  the  words  of  peace  !  "  Lovely  dweller  of  the 
cave!  what  sigh  is  in  thy  breast  ?  Shall  Ossian  lift 
his  sword  in  thy  presence,  the  destruction  of  thy  foes? 
Daughter  of  Torthoma,  rise.  I  have  heard  the  words 
of  thy  grief.  The  race  of  Morven  are  around  thee, 
who  never  injured  the  weak.  Come  to  our  dark- 
bosomed  ship !  thou  brighter  than  that  setting  moon ! 
Our  course  is  to  the  rocky  Berrathon,  to  the  echoing 
walls  of  Finthormo."  She  came  in  her  beauty;  she 
came  with  all  her  lovely  steps.  Silent  joy  brightened 
in  her  face;  as  when  the  shadows  fly  from  the  field 

*  Finthormo,  the  ;)a:ace  of  Ulhal.  The  names  in  this  episode  are  not»f 
a  Celtic  original. 
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of  spring ;  the  blue  stream  is  rolling  in  brightness^ 

and  the  green  bush  bends  over  its  course! 

The  mortiing  rose  with  its  beams.  We  came  to 
Rothma's  bay.  A  boar  rushed  from  the  w  ood  :  ray 
spear  pierced  his  side,  and  he  fell.  I  rejoiced  over 
the  blood.  *  I  foresaw  my  growing  fame.  But  now 
the  sound  of  UtJial's  train  came,  from  the  high  Fin- 
thornio.  They  spread  over  the  heath  to  the  chace  of 
the  boar.  Himself  comes  slowly  on,  in  the  pride  of 
his  strength.  He  lifts  two  pointed  spears.  On  his 
side  is  the  hero's  sword.  Three  youths  carry  his 
polished  bows.  The  bounding  of  live  dogs  is  before 
him.  His  heroes  move  on,  at  a  distance,  admiring 
the  steps  of  the  king.  Stately  w  as  the  son  of  Larth- 
mor  !  but  his  soul  was  dark  !  Dark  as  the  troubled 
iace  of  the  moon,  \^  hen  it  foretels  the  storms  ! 

We  rose  on  the  heath  before  the  king.  He  stopt 
in  the  midst  of  his  course.  His  heroes  gathered 
around.  A  grey-haired  bard  advanced.  "  Whence 
are  the  sons  of  the  strangers!"  began  the  bard  of 
song.  "  The  children  of  the  unhappy  come  to  Ber- 
rathon ;  to  the  sword  of  car-borne  Uthal.  He  spreads 
no  feast  in  his  hall.  The  blood  of  strangers  is  on  his 
streams.  If  from  Selma's  walls  ye  come,,  from  the 
mossy  walls  of  Fingal,.  chuse  three  youths  to  go  to 

*  Ossian  might  have  thought  that  his  killing  a  boar  on  his  first  landing  in 
Berrailion,  was  a  good  omen  of  his  future  success  in  that  island.  The  pre- 
sent Highlanders  look,  with  a  degree  of  superstition,  upon  the  success  of 
their  first  ac. ion,  after  they  have  engaged  m  any  desperate  undertaking. 
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}fo\ir  king  to  tell  of  tlie  fall  of  his  people.  Perhaps 
the  hero  may  come  and  pour  his  hlood  on  Uthal's 
sword.  So  shall  the  fame  of  Fiuthorino  arise,  like 
Ihe  growing  tree  of  the  vale ! " 

"  Never  will  it  rise,  O  bard,"  I  said  in  the  pride  of 
my  wrath.  "  He  would  shrink  from  the  presence  of 
Fiiigal,  whose  eyes  are  the  flames  of  death.  The  son 
of  Comhul  comes,  and  kings  vanish  before  him.  They 
are  rolled  together,  like  mist,  by  the  breath  of  his 
rage.  Shall  three  tell  to  Fingal,  that  his  people  fell! 
Yes!  they  may  tell  it,  bard  !  but  his  people  shall  fall 
M'ilh  fame !" 

I  stood  in  the  darkness  of  my  strength.  Toscar 
drew  his  sword  at  my  side.  The  foe  came  on  like  a 
stream.  The  mingled  sound  of  death  arose.  Man 
took  man,  shield  met  shield  ;  steel  mixed  its  beams 
with  steel.  Darts  hiss  through  air.  Spears  ring  on 
mails.  Swords  on  broken  bucklers  bound.  As  the 
noise  of  an  aged  grove  beneath  the  roaring  wind, 
when  a  thousand  ghosts  break  the  trees  by  night,  such 
was  the  din  of  arms !  But  Uthal  fell  beneath  my 
sword.  The  sons  of  Berrathon  fled.  It  was  then  I 
saw  him  in  his  beauty,  and  the  tear  hung  iu  my  eye  '. 
"  Thou  art  fallen,*  young  tree,"  I  said,  "  with  all  thy 

*  To  mourn  over  tlie  fall  of  their  encmieSj  was  a  practice  universal 
anions  tlie  Celtic  heroes.  This  is  more  agreeable  to  liuinaniiy,  than  the 
sharaelul  insul.ing  of  the  dead,  su  common  in  Homer,  and  after  him,  ser- 
vilely copied  by  all  his  imitators,  the  liuraane  Virgil  not  exccined,  who 
have  bet-n  more  sutcessful  in  bi'rrowing  the  impeifc  lions  ol  tl  at  jrtat 
P'let,  ilian  in  their  iaiiiaiions  of  h:3  beauties. 
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beauty  round  thee.  Thou  art  fallen  on  thy  plains, 
and  the  field  is  bare.  The  winds  come  from  the  de- 
sert !  there  is  no  sound  in  thy  leaves !  Lovely  art 
thou  in  death,  sou  of  car-borne  Larthnior." 

Nina-thonia  sat  on  the  shore.  She  heard  the  sound 
of  battle.  She  turned  her  red  eyes  on  Lethmal,  the 
grey-haired  bard  of  Selma.  He  alone  had  remained 
on  the  coast,  with  the  daughter  of  Torthoraa.  "  Son 
of  the  times  of  old  I'  she  said,  "  I  hear  the  noise  of 
death.  Thy  friends  have  met  with  Uthal,  and  the 
chief  is  low!  O  that  I  had  remained  on  the  rock, 
inclosed  with  the  tumbling  waves  !  Then  would  my 
soul  be  sad,  but  his  death  would  not  reach  my  ear. 
Art  thou  fallen  on  thy  heath,  O  son  of  high  Finthor- 
mo  !  Thou  didst  leave  me  on  a  rock,  but  my  soul 
was  full  of  thee.  Son  of  high  Finthormo  !  art  thou 
fallen  on  thy  heath?" 

She  rose  pale  in  her  tears.  She  saw  the  bloody 
shield  of  Uthal.  She  saw  it  in  Ossian's  hand.  Her 
steps  were  distracted  on  the  heath.  She  flew.  She 
found  him.  She  fell.  Her  soul  caine  forth  in  a 
sigh.  Her  hair  is  spread  on  her  face.  My  bursting 
tears  descend.  A  tomb  arose  on  the  unhappy.  My 
song  of  woe  was  heard.  "Rest,  hapless  children  of 
youth!  Rest  at  the  noise  of  that  mossy  stream!  The 
virgins  will  see  your  tomb,  at  the  chace,  and  turn 
away  their  weeping  eyes.  Your  fame  will  be  in  song. 
The  voice  of  the  harp  will  be  heard  in  your  praise. 
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The  daiigliters  of  Selma  shall  hear  it :  your  renowu 
shall  be  in  other  lands.  Rest,  children  of  youth,  at 
the  noise  of  the  mossy  stream  !" 

Two  days  we  remained  on  the  coast.  The  heroes 
of  Beri-athon  convened.  We  brought  Larthmor  to 
his  halls.  The  feast  of  shells  is  spread.  The  joy  of 
the  aged  was  great.  He  looked  to  the  arms  of  his 
fathers.  The  arms  which  he  left  in  his  hall,  when 
the  pride  of  Utlial  rose.  We  were  renowned  before 
Larthmor.  He  blessed  the  chiefs  of  Morven.  He 
knew  not  that  his  son  was  low,  the  stately  strength  of 
Uthal!  They  had  told,  that  he  had  retired  to  the 
woods,  with  the  tears  of  grief  They  had  told  it, 
but  he  was  silent  in  the  tomb  of  Rothma's  heath. 

On  the  fourth  day  we  raised  our  sails,  to  the  roar 
of  the  northern  wind.  Larthmor  came  to  the  coast. 
His  bards  exalted  the  song.  The  joy  of  the  king  was 
great,  he  looked  to  Rothma's  gloomy  lieath.  He  saw 
the  tomb  of  his  son.  The  memory  of  Uthal  rose. 
**  Who  of  ray  heroes,"  he  said,  "  lies  there  ?  he 
seems  to  have  been  of  the  kings  of  men.  Was  he  re- 
nowned in  my  halls,  before  the  pride  of  Utlial  rose? 
Ye  are  silent,  sons  of  Berrathon  !  is  the  king  of  heroes 
low?  My  heart  melts  for  thee,  O  Uthal!  though  thy 
hand  was  against  thy  father.  O  that  I  had  remained 
in  the  cave!  that  my  son  had  dwelt  in  Finlliormo!  I 
might  have  heard  the  tread  of  his  feet,  when  he  went 
to  the  chace  of  the  boar.     I  miidit  have  heard  his 


826  BERRATHON: 

voice  on  the  blast  of  my  cave.     Then  would  my  soul 

be  glad :  but  now  darkness  dwells  in  my  halls." 

Such  were  my  deeds,  son  of  Alpin,  when  the  arm 
of  my  youth  was  strong.  Such  the  *  actions  of  Tos- 
car,  the  car-borne  son  of  Conloch.  But  Toscar  is  on 
his  flying  cloud.  I  am  alone  at  Lutha.  My  voice  is 
like  the  last  sound  of  the  wind,  when  it  forsakes  the 
woods.  But  Ossian  shall  not  be  long  alone.  He 
sees  the  mist  that  shall  receive  his  ghost.  He  beholds 
the  mist  that  shall  form  his  robe,  when  he  appears  on 
his  hills.  The  sons  of  feeble  men  shall  ])ehold  mCj 
and  admire  the  stature  of  the  chiefs  of  old.  They 
shall  creep  to  their  caves.  They  shall  look  to  the  sky 
with  fear :  for  my  steps  shall  be  in  the  clouds.  Dark- 
ness shall  roll  on  my  side. 

Lead,  son  of  Alpin,  lead  the  aged  to  his  woods. 
The  winds  begin  to  rise.  The  dark  wave  of  the  lake 
resounds.  Bends  there  not  a  tree  from  Mora  with 
its  branches  bare?  It  bends,  son  of  Alpin,  in  the  rust- 
ling blast.  My  harp  hangs  on  a  blasted  branch.  The 
sound  of  its  strings  is  mournful.  Does  the  wind 
touch  thee,  O  harp,  or  is  it  some  passing  ghost !  It 
is  the  hand  of  Malvina !  Bring  me  the  harp,  son  of 
Alpin.  Another  song  shall  rise.  My  soul  shall  de- 
part in  the  sound.  My  fathers  shall  hear  it  in  their 
airy  hall.  Their  dim  faces  shall  hang,  with  joy,  from 
their  clouds;  and  their  hands  receive  their  sou.     The 

*  0?sian  speaks. 
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aged  oak  bends  over  the  stream.  It  sighs  with  all  its 
moss.  The  withered  fern  whistles  near,  and  mixes,  as 
it  waves,  with  Ossian's  hair. 

"  Strike  the  harp,  and  raise  the  song:  be  near, 
with  all  your  w  ings,  \e  winds.  Bear  the  monrnful 
sound  away  to  Fingal's  airy  hall.  Bear  it  to  Fingal's 
hall,  that  he  may  hear  the  voice  of  his  son.  The  voice 
of  him  tiiat  praised  the  mighty ! 

"  The  blast  of  nortii  opens  thy  gates,  O  King!  I 
behold  thee  sitting  on  mist,  dimly  gleaming  in  all  thine 
arms.  Thy  form  now  is  not  the  terror  of  the  valiant. 
It  is  like  a  watery  cloud  ;  when  we  see  the  stars  be- 
hind it,  with  their  weeping  eyes.  Thy  shield  is  the 
aged  moon :  thy  sword  a  vapour  half  kindled  with 
fire.  Dim  and  feeble  is  the  chief,  who  travelled  in 
brightness  before !  But  thy  steps  *  are  on  the  winds 
of  the  desert.  The  storms  are  darkening  in  thy 
hand.  Thou  takest  the  sun  in  thy  wrath,  and  hidest 
liim  in  thy  clouds.  The  sous  of  little  men  are  afraid. 
A  thousand  showers  descend.  But  when  thou  comest 
forth  in  thy  mildness ;  the  gale  of  tiie  morning  is 
near  thy  course.  The  sun  laughs  in  his  blue  fields. 
The  grey   stream  winds   in   its  vale.     The   bushes 

*  This  description  of  the  powor  of  Fiiigalover  the  winds  and  storms,  and 
the  image  of  hib  taking  tlie  sun,  and  h:dinghim  in  the  clouds, cio  not  corre- 
spond with  t!-.e  preceding  paragraph,  where  he  is  represented  as  a  feeble 
ghost,  and  no  more  the  terror  of  the  valiant ;  but  it  agrees  with  the  notion 
«f  ihe  times  concerning  tlie  souls  of  the  deceased,  wlio,  it  was  supposed, 
hail  the  coinraandof  the  winds  and  storms,  but  took  no  concern  in  the  affair* 
i)f  laea. 
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shake  their  green  heads  in  the  wind.    The  roes  bound 

towards  the  desert. 

"  There  is  a  murmur  in  the  heath !  the  stormy 
•winds  abate  !  I  hear  the  voice  of  Fingal.  Long  has  it 
been  absent  from  mine  ear!  "  Come,  Ossian,  come 
away,"  he  says.  Fingal  has  received  his  fame.  We 
passed  away,  hke  flames  that  had  shone  for  a  season. 
Our  departure  was  in  renown.  Tliough  the  plains  of 
our  battles  are  dark  and  silent ;  our  fame  is  in  the 
four  grey  stones.  The  voice  of  Ossian  has  been  heard. 
The  haip  has  been  strung  in  Selma.  "  Come,  Ossian, 
come  away,"  he  says,  "  come,  fly  with  thy  fathers  on 
clouds."  1  come,  I  come,  thou  king  of  men!  The 
life  of  Ossian  fails.  I  begin  to  vanish  on  Cona.  My 
steps  are  not  seen  in  Selma.  Beside  the  stone  of 
Mora  I  shall  fall  asleep.  The  winds  whistling  in  my 
grey  hair,  shall  not  awaken  me.  Depart  on  thy  wings 
O  wind  !  thou  canst  not  disturb  the  rest  of  the  bard. 
The  night  is  long,  but  his  eyes  are  heavy.  Depart, 
thou  rustling  blast." 

"  But  why  art  thou  sad,  son  of  Fingal  ?  Why  grows 
the  cloud  of  thy  soul  ]  The  chiefs  of  other  times  are 
departed.  They  have  gone  without  their  fame.  The 
sons  of  future  years  shall  pass  away.  Another  race 
shall  arise.  The  people  are  like  the  waves  of  ocean  : 
like  the  leaves  of  woody  Morven,  they  pass  away  in 
the  rustling  blast,  and  other  leaves  lift  their  green 
heads  on  high." 
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«  Did  thy  beauty  last,  ORyno?*  Stood  the 
Strength  of  car -borne  Oscar?  Fingal  himself  depart- 
ed. The  halls  of  his  fathers  forgot  his  steps.  Shalt 
thou  then  remain,  thou  aged  bard  !  when  the  mighty 
have  failed.  But  my  fame  shall  remain,  and  grow 
like  the  oak  of  Morven  ;  which  lifts  its  broad  head 
to  the  storm,  and  rejoices  in  the  course  of  the  windl' 


•  Ryno,  the  son  of  Fingal,  wlw  was  killed  in  Ireland,  in  the  war  against 
Swara'n,  was  remarkable  for  the  beauty  of  his  person,  his  swifiness,  and 
great  exploits.  Minvane,  tlie  daughter  of  Morni,  and  sister  to  Gaul,  was 
ifl  love  with  Ryno.  Her  lamentation  over  her  lover  follows: 

She  blushing  sad,  from  Morven's  rocks,  bends  over  the  darkly-rollinj 
sea.    She  sees  the  youth  in  all  their  arms.  Where,  Ryno,  where  art  thouT 

Our  dark  looks  told  that  he  was  low !  That  pale  tlie  hero  flew  on  clouds 
That  in  the  grass  of  Morven's  hills,  his  feeble  voice  was  heard  in  wind! 

And  is  tlie  son  of  Fingal  fallen  on  Ullin's  mossy  plains'  Strong  was  the 
arm  that  vanquished  him  !     Ah  me  !     I  am  alone  ! 

Alone  I  shall  not  be,  ye  winds !  that  lift  my  dark-brown  hair.  My  sighs 
shall  not  long  mix  with  your  stream  ;  for  I  must  sleep  with  Ryno. 

1  see  thee  not,  with  beauty's  steps,  returning  from  the  chace.  The  night 
is  round  Mi  nvane's  love.     Dark  silence  dwells  with  Ryno. 

Where  are  thy  dogs,  and  where  thy  bow  f  Thy  shield  that  was  so  strong  t 
Thy  sword  Uke  heaven's  descending  fire ;    The  bloody  spear  of  Ryno! 

1  see  them  mixed  with  thy  deep  ship ;  1  sec  them  stained  with  blood.  No 
arms  are  in  thy  narrow  hall,  O  darkly-dwelling  Ryno  ! 

When  will  the  morning  come,  and  say,  •'  arise,  thou  king  of  spearsj 
arise,  the  hunters  are  abroad.    The  hinds  are  near  thee,  Ryno  !" 

Away,  thou  fair-haired  morning,  away  !  the  slumbering  king  hears  thee 
not !  The  hinds  bound  over  his  narrow  tomb ;  for  deatli  dwells  round 
young  Ryno. 

But  1  will  tread  softly,  my  king  !  and  steal  to  the  bed  of  thy  repose.  Min- 
vane will  lie  in  silence,  nor  disturb  the  slumbering  Ryno. 

The  maids  shall  seek  me;  but  they  shall  not  find  me:  they  shall  follow^ 
my  departure  with  songs.  But  1  shall  not  hear  you,  O  maids!  Isleepwiti? 
fair-hairetl  Ryno. 

FINIS. 
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